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Summary: It had been a long time since the battle with the Red Death, 
when Berk's only heir was knocked off his dragon into the cold Nordic 
seas. The village of Berk had grown, but evil looms over the 
archipelago, and two Master assassins from Rome return to the 
archipelago. But what will happen when their mission is compromised 
by Berkians? An AU in which Hiccup is a assassin. HICCSTRID 


1. Chapter 1, Far away 

Over the courses of hundreds years the world can change, beings grow 
to creatures and creatures grow to men. Through thousands of years 
mankind has changed and adapted, rising in their skill and craft. 
People who started with clubs and rocks, traveling with the wildlife 
they hunted. Nomads. They had settles, created villages, cultures and 
beliefs. They had survived and thrives. Spread out throughout the 
world like a plague, occupying all the land available. They had gone 
from stones to steel, from land to seas and from peace to war. 

But this had been over a course of thousand years. Along those 
timelines things could change, mountains could be levelled and seas 
could be tames. This level of change wasn't possible in five years. 
Change had been there, small and big. They were proud for it, a war 
had been stopped and now they thrived with their old enemies, living 
together as equals. 

But some things don't change, some things never change. The winters 
would still be cold as they were each year, taking livestock and 
resources into its cold. The occasional fires still burnt high, 
destroying everything they came across. Sure, they we're easier to 
extinguish with their new companions but it was a challenging and 
dangerous task nevertheless. 

The forge also didn't change. It still smelled of sweat, metal and 
burned wood. Through the years the building had been broken down and 
build up. In the past years it had been changed to accommodate for 
the new demand in saddles. Having a large piece of wood to make the 



differed saddles on. They still had a large rack of detachable tools 
for their old smith. Who still worked in the stall. It had a system 
against fires and a large forge in the centre, powered by dragon 
f ire . 

Yes, the forge had been the same in character for five years. The 
loud shocks of the metal striking glowing iron or steel remained, 
even if it was automated by a clever contraption. To any outsider of 
the village it would seem like the place to go, smiths were often 
jovial men who sung and even danced during their work, enjoying it 
that much. 

But the forge had been different for five years. It had been five 
years since the smith was heard singing, since he had been seen with 
his happy, jovial smile in public. Something he reserved for the 
special ones in his live now. It had been five years since a piece of 
the village was lost, ripped out from their grasp. They hadn't 
realised how important it had been, they had taken him for 
granted . 

People only went to the forge when they needed to. If their saddle of 
weapon was broken they would wait for friend or family to also state 
that they needed to go and pass it to them. It was a too sad sight. 
The once mighty and strong smith, now aging quicker than anyone could 
imagine . 

There was only one thing in the structure that was the same, even 
when the building was broken down to be rebuild it had remained. It 
had been untouched by all hands safe for the few who kept it clean. 

It was seen as a sanctuary, a rich and almost holy location that 
should not be accessed by unworthy people. It had been the small room 
of their hero. A small storage cabinet with a desk and a few 
chairs . 

The ground had been cleaned, on an average day it would be littered 
with papers and designs. You couldn't step in there without trampling 
some drawing or crushing charcoal underneath your feet. No one dared 
to enter, for one person once advised cleaning it out and using it 
for storage. He managed to get away with only a broken rib. Now it 
was clean, the papers carefully stacked on top of each other, some of 
the important designs and the delicate drawings hung from the wall. A 
sharpened pencil lay on the desk, awaiting his return. 

No one had imagined that he would change their lives that much, and 
for the better. He had only been seen as a nuisance, some little pest 
that couldn't do anything that would improve their lives. But over 
the course of few months he had changed everything. He had changed 
their looks on dragons, he had saved the inhabitants when they 
wouldn't listen, blinded by ignorance and the feeling of betrayal. He 
had saved them all, and they couldn't repay him. The viking society 
took honour very seriously. And if someone deserved it, it was him. 

He had saved them all, but now he was gone. 

The smith had refused to take a new apprentice, officially at least. 
The oldest girl from the Hoffersons would sit there often, tidying up 
after the old smith. He hadn't been the tidiest one with his tools, 
but if she wasn't there they would cover the entire floor. She was 
one of the people who had the privilege of seeing the old smith 
smile, and even laugh. They would often just share their company with 
each other, the smith working while she either tidies the room or 



sharpened some weapons. 


The forge had grown to be a sad and quiet place, not many visitors 
and customers a day, only if it was necessary. The only sounds that 
remained was the inevitable sound of a hammer striking hot iron, the 
snoring of the big dragon that guarded the fire, a Hotburple named 
Grump, and the sizzling of hot metal in cold water. 

They were here again today, the smith hammering away on a soon to be 
sword while the girl sat quietly on the counter, sharpening a richly 
decorated battle-axe, making sure that it would be inferior to any 
other weapon if tested in combat. They enjoyed each other's company 
in silence. She slowly slit the whetstone against the surface of the 
blade. The silence in the forge consisted of the sliding of the stone 
against the metal and the hammering of the smith, along with the 
occasional rumble from the Hotburple. This 'silence' was pierces by a 
soft and silend sigh, she hadn't even realised that she had sighed, 
but the old smith had. He stopped the hammering and looked at the 
girl, who now realised her mistake. She looked back at the smith and 
they gazed into each other's eyes, now fully seeing the emptiness 
inside them. "Twenty-one." The smith spoke, guessing the thoughts of 
the girl as he plunged a hot metal in the bucked with water. 
"Twenty-one." The girl slowly replied, a clear hint of sadness to her 
voice. "Are you planning anything special?" The smith asked as he 
dried the newly make blade, inspecting it for imperfections. "I'll 
probably head to his cove." She said softly, hoping to contain her 
emotions. "I'll see from there." The smith nodded as he put the sword 
with the rest. 

"Ah' can't believe it's been five years." The smith said. "I remember 
his little remarks like he was here a few days ago." The girl 
chuckled at the memory of his sarcastic and often funny remarks. "I 
remember our first flight like it was yesterday." She said. Imagining 
the gentle feel of clouds on her hand like she felt for the first 
time that day. "And the fight like it was yesterday." The smith and 
her shared a sad look, both reviewing the events of that day, against 
all odds he had managed to defeat the large dragon, but when they 
dove away from the dive they made they were hit by the large tail, 
being both send into the cold Nordic water. 

The smith broke the silence, he didn't like to see the young fierce 
girl so sad. "Astrid, remember" Gobber started. "Whether he's out 
there." He used his good hand to point to the clear skies above the 
restless seas. "Or up there." He now pointed his hand upwards, 
hinting to the gates of Valhalla. "We'll meet him again, and when we 
do, we'll cheer and sing and celebrate." "Yea." The girls said 
softly, a smile growing on her face as she imagined the scenario. 
"Wouldn't that be something?" "It definitely would." The smith said 
in the same hushed tone as her. "And I promise you that wherever he 
is, he's thinking about you too." "Thanks Gobber." The girl said, a 
heavy burden feeling lifted from her chest for a while. "You always 
know how to talk about him." 

"Well, I've been stuck with the devil for quite some time haven't I?" 
He said jovially. He walked over to her and rested his bulky posture 
on the counter, before silently adding. "But not long enough." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The capital of the vast Roman Empire was the city of Rome, or 



Roma in the mouth of the inhabitants. A large, stunning city, filled 
with activity. The city was spread across coverall hills, and was 
protected by high walls. It didn't lay far from the coast, giving the 
inhabitants trade and fresh fish. Markets and squared could be found 
around each corner, every single one having beautifully decorated 
fountains, each more impressive then the last. Ruled by the Emperor, 
the city knew peace. Wars were being fought far from home, at the far 
ends of their Borders. And even at this late hour, the city was 
filled with merchants, townsfolk and soldiers. <p> 

The streets were filled with shops and craftsmen, who gladly sold 
their trade to anybody, crowds gathered around the many activities 
that still dotted the city. There were fire breathers, hailing from 
the south. These men could spit pure flames after drinking a mystical 
substance. The city was filled with life and joy, but the loose and 
relaxed attitude wasn't carried by all its citizens. 

Underground, hidden beneath the stones of the street and behind 
secret passages throughout the city, was a secret sanctuary, build to 
withstand attack after attack, that is, if it were ever to be 
discovered. It granted access to the entire city and was a labyrinth 
of small corridors and rooms. The sanctuary was filled with strange 
men and women, dressed in long white robes, clad in light and easily 
movable armour. They all wore long hoods that covered their faces, 
making them indescribable from each other. Apart from the small 
difference between their robes, they all looked the same. 

Inside the main chamber, a large circular room with a high roof, 
which had small holes in the ceiling though which sunlight would 
shine when daybreak arrived, many assassins chatted and talked. Some 
about missions they had completed, other about their wives and 
daughters who were at home, or about their loved ones within the 
brotherhood . 

The loud chattering was silenced when a door opened at the far side 
of the room, a bearded man stepped out. He wore grey robes and 
heavier armour. Which still seemed highly movable. The man carried a 
piece of paper in his hand and slowly walked towards the centre of 
the room. The paper carried orders for an assassination. Which was to 
be performed on a highly strategic military advisor. 

It was already known for who the mission was meant, the paper for 
them would have a darker shade, which indicated that it was special 
and rare paper that was in limited supply. The two were younger than 
most of the assassins, but had been in the creed longer. They had a 
bond that was unlike any other assassin, brothers from differed 
mothers. They were the only survivors of a raid of a different 
sanctuary. Their previous master has scuttled the construct ion, 
trapping himself inside with the Templar troops. After the two joined 
this sanctuary they quickly rose to the ranks of Masters. They were 
both offered to start their own creeds. They had explained that they 
were not made to lead, but instead wished to continue their loyalty 
to him. 

The master had been surprised by the decline but had gladly kept them 
in his creed. They were some of the most experienced warriors that he 
knew, only being able to defeat each other. Most of their missions 
would be at night, where their companions, which the romans still 
didn't dare to approach, were at their place. 



The men in question stepped forward. One of them covered in 
comparable grey robes as the master and the other one clad in unusual 
attire. The first one looked strong and powerful, able to defeat any 
opponent. He had messy, brown hair. He wasn't thick but he also 
wasn't skinny, just above the level of lean. He carried a large 
halberd on his back and he had a steel war axe secured to his hip, on 
the other side dangled a heavy crossbow. He carried a set of leather 
hidden blades on each arm. The dark, silver shine of the steel 
reflecting the embers of the torches on the wall. His buckle, which 
would normally hold the assassins logo, carried a different emblem. 

It was the assassin's logo indeed, but a winged, two-legged beast was 
clawed around it. 

The second man was different, he was a little bit taller and was 
lean, wearing green clothes that were covered by thin leather guards 
on the side of his leg. The guards connected together and rose up his 
chest, diving underneath a thicker, black piece of armour. A demonic 
like helmet was hanging from his side, along with the hilt of his 
sword. He also had a crossbow, his one smaller and lighter. He had a 
dark hood that matched his armour on his head. His shoulder and arms 
were also protected by light, leather armour. Providing good 
movability and good defence. On his chest was also a buckle, his 
having a four-legged, winged demon climbing the logo. His hidden 
blades, black as night, were made from a special alloy that combines 
dragon scales with steel, making it stronger, lighter and darker. His 
right blade consisted of two different parts, a hook in the shape of 
a dragons head and the blade. He called it the hookblade, not the 
most original name but what would you expect from a guy who named a 
dragon Toothless after not seeing his teeth one time. The blades were 
secured in his leather gauntlets, hidden pretty well, but still easy 
to access. The blade had small stains on it, blood that had bitten 
into the metal after longer tasks which didn't give him time to clean 
them . 

He stepped towards the Master, his armour making no sound as he 
walked, not even the parts of metal on metal. What made him special 
was that he only had one leg, having lost his other leg in a matter 
unknown to most of the creed. They both rarely spoke about their 
pasts, leaving it only known to each other and a few special 
individuals. They both hailed from a land far up north, where dragons 
roamed the skies. The lower part of his leg was replaced by a metal 
and wood contraption, which functioned as a replacement leg. He had 
proven himself to be very skilled with it. Only his partner being 
able to defeat him. 

The taller one took the note from the Master and broke the seal, 
opening it to read the details of the task. He let his green eyes 
flow across the paper, reading the Latin words like it was his own 
tongue. Once every letter and word had been read he folded it and put 
it somewhere in his armour, accepting the task. The two turned around 
and passed through the sea of white. All the other assassins moving 
out of the way, some of fear, some of respect. They were considered 
Master Assassins, the highest possible rank, and at such a young age. 
Some had scoffed it off, saying that it was because of the large 
demons they rode, but they didn't dare to question or challenge their 
skills, even without the beasts. 

They moved through the small corridors at an easy pace, quickly and 
silently. They came out into a bigger hallway, which lead to the 
stables. The hallways were made to be able to fit two or three horses 



together, but also managed to fit a dragon. They had multiple stables 
pens, all able to accommodate a substantial amount of horses. Or you 
could use one of them to fit two dragons. "Get ready boys." Ragnar, 
the shorter and older one called out. "We got a task to do." The 
Nightfury and the Skrill that were happily resting both whined in 
discomfort, they might both be dragons who were energetic and active, 
but when they felt like it they would rather be sleepy. The two 
slowly got up from their places on the ground when their riders 
saddled them. "It's night outside." Hiccup said to his dragon, which 
caused it to stand up instantly, almost sending his rider through the 
stones that covered the ceiling. 

The two bend down onto their dragon, lying as flat as possible. 

Hiccup grabbed for his calf, where the prosthetic began. He twisted a 
small wooden ring on the base of the contraption, which made the 
metal foot slid into the wooden frame and made room for a small metal 
stick that he clicked into the dragon's saddles stirrup. The 
Nightfury warbled happily as he felt the prosthetic come to life, a 
bright, red tailfin. 

Ragnar followed closely behind. His Skrill, Bolt, crawled across the 
floor, using his wings as paws like all Skrills do. They reached the 
far end of the hallway and exited the sanctuary through a secret 
passage, which lead them to a small garden, blooming with purple 
Nightshade. The two spilled no time and jumped into to the skies, 
their dragons extending their wings to bring them to their location. 
Thanks to the winged beasts the two were able to track enemies which 
were far away. But since romans weren't used to dragons they only 
flew during the night. 

They flew over Roma, looking down at the brightly illuminated city. 
Berk would be dark at this hour, all the streets dark except for 
maybe a few torches that would flicker on the staircase to the mead 
hall, but nothing more. They enjoyed the wind that swept through 
their faces, well face, since Hiccup was wearing his mask. Roma lay 
behind them now, looking bigger than ever. They flew quietly, 
sometimes rolling, diving and climbing just to keep the flight 
interesting. But they stopped when they spotted the light of a Roman 
harbour ahead. 

Hiccup signalled Ragnar to follow him, which he did. He flipped the 
switch on the dragon's saddle that would lock the tailfin in place, 
allowing him some level of free flight. He slipped his prosthetic out 
of the metal stirrup and switched it back to his walking foot. 
Toothless and Bolt glided low above the houses, high enough to not be 
illuminated by the torches. Their riders stood on their backs. A jump 
from this height would cause injury to any untrained person, but 
luckily these two were experts. To play it safe they waited until 
they flew towards the stables, where large stacks of hay could be 
seen . 

The dragons adjusted their course and headed for the haystacks. When 
they glided across them each felt the familiar weight on their backs 
disappear and knew that their riders had jumped off. The soft 
brushing of hay confirmed that they had landed successfully . 

Hiccup stared in the haystack for a bit, peeking out only slightly to 
search for any patrols or guards. A hay stack was a favourite to 
assassins, they were easy to hide in, allowed sound to move through 
freely and offered easy breathing. It also helped that they were 



literally everywhere. He slowly peeked out of his hiding place, only 
to quickly pull his head back as two roman soldiers came his way. 
Chatting busily. Hiccup whistled, which caught the two guards their 
attention. The slowly moved to the haystack in which Hiccup resigned. 
Before they could inspect the haystack Ragnar, now wearing his hood, 
jumped out of his one, stabbing the two guards and hiding them in the 
haystacks . 

"Well done." Hiccup complimented him on his quick action as he 
removed small bits of hay from his armour. "Shall we take the roofs?" 
"Sounds like a plan." Ragnar responded as he walked over to a 
building. He used cracks and openings together with windowpanes and 
frames to quickly scale the building. Something that took great 
strength. Hiccup started a bit to his left, using the extended reach 
of his hookblade to scale the building much quicker. 

They reached the top in a matter of seconds, having scaled two 
stories in such short time. It was an astonishing feature to be able 
to do, and certainly something every assassin could be proud at 
doing. They kept crouched, a handful of guards had been on the 
rooftops. It was a common countermeasure against the assassin threat. 
Ragnar and Hiccup quickly moved across the roofs. Neutralising the 
guards that they met without them sounding any alarms. They reached 
the docks, where many large ships lay gently in the water. Ragnar 
scanned the area, when you become an assassin you develop a kind of 
extra sense, which will help you locate targets and enemies. He let 
his eyes glare over the area and quickly found their target, he 
standing on a gangplank, boarding a ship. "Hiccup look." Ragnar 
called for his friend. "Is that what I think it is?" He pointed at 
the ship their target had now climbed upon. It was long and sturdy, 
armoured with shields. "Is that a longboat?" Hiccup asked confused. 

"A Viking longboat?" "I think so." Ragnar answered. "And if a Templar 
goes on it, it can't be good." Hiccup looked around, spotting a crane 
in the dark night, it hung perfectly over the ship. "I take the crane 
and go in, you be my backup, alright?" "Got it mate." Ragnar 
responded. "Find out what Vikings are doing here." 

Hiccup left his brother's side and headed to the crane, walking up 
the thin wooden beam without much effort, before jumping off and 
landing on the mast of the ship. Wooden ships didn't have much light, 
because that would require fire and that was just a bad idea overall. 
He used one of the ropes that held the mast up straight to slide down 
onto the deck, letting his blades sink into the neck of an 
unsuspecting guard, before tumbling him over the edge. 

He stood at the door of the cabin, where he could faintly hear the 
men talking. "I can assure you he will be happy." A man spoke. "We 
now know the location of the object." "Bludfist will be pleased to 
hear that." Another man spoke, his accent clearly Nordic. "He isn't a 
patient man." "The deal still stands? He guards the hammer in the 
name of the order." "And gains control over the archipelago, yes it 
stands." "Good." 

Hiccup moved away from the door as he heard footsteps approach him, 
he quickly hooked his hookblade into a knot in the mast and hid 
behind the sails. Only his target came out, carrying a scroll. Hiccup 
quickly jumped from his hiding spot, landing on top of the man and 
sinking his blade in his back. 


He collapsed, facing upwards, looking at his attacker. He saw the 



assassin standing over him, blood dripping from his blade. "What were 
you discussing?" Hiccup asked. "What did you find?" "I'll tell you 
nothing." The man spat. "Assassin." "You won't," Hiccup began, 
reaching for the scroll in the man's hand. "But this will do it for 
you." He unrolled the scroll and read it, surprised to find Nordic 
runes instead of Latin. The man prayed that the assassin couldn't 
understand Norse. He was a Roman after all, wasn't he? While the man 
read the parchment he scanned his face, finding it having many, and 
he did mean many Nordic features. He was taller than most of the 
Roman. But than could just me because he was looking up to 
him. 

Hiccup read the entire parchment, he didn't understand. On the 
parchment stood the object of legends. Something that didn't exist in 
the physical world. "What is this about?" He asked, only find that he 
had taken too long to read the parchment. The man had stopped moving, 
had breathed his last breath, and now lay motionless and lifeless at 
his feet. He sighed, bending over him and moving his hand to his 
face. "Requiescat in pace." He said as he closed the man's eyes. He 
stood up and quickly added. "May the Valkyries welcome you." 

He looked around. The harbour was pretty calm and he casually walked 
off the gangplank like nothing happened. Of course it had to be this 
moment that a guards spotted him. "Assassin!" He called out, quickly 
drawing more guards to his location. Hiccup calmly walked off the 
gangplank, drawing all the attention to himself. Six guards 
surrounded him, all pointing halberds at him. "Surrender!" One of the 
guards commanded. Hiccup spared him a quick glance before Ragnar 
jumped off the roof, killing two guards on his way down. One with 
each of his hidden blades. In this short moment of distraction Hiccup 
grabbed the hilt on his belt, sprayed some of the Zipplebag gas that 

he had collected around him and lit it. He had learned that if you 

mix it with various other ingredients it could prove for a great 
distraction. Because it was a small amount and it wasn't in a closed 

space it just burned instead of exploding, but it did leave a large 

cloud of thick smoke. 

They acted quickly, each disposing of two more guards before 
retreating into the safeties of the rooftops. Some guards were still 
running towards them when they made the smoke, they waited for it to 
clear. When it did, they found nothing but dead guards and emptiness, 
the assassins long gone. 

Hiccup and Ragnar watched from the rooftops. "What took you so long?" 
Ragnar asked. "Information that we need to take to the master." 

Hiccup answered as he slit his helmet on his head. "Now." Ragnar 
grabbed a whistle from his belt, shaped like a Skrill. He blew on it 
gently, producing a soft high noise that would be very noticeable for 
the dragons. It didn't take long for the two dark creatures to appear 
on the horizon. Blitz dived down, Ragnar grabbing his saddle and 
hoisting himself on top of him. Toothless came second. Hiccup hooked 
his hookblade in a special ring on the bottom of the saddle and used 
the momentum to swing himself onto his back. Locking his fake foot 
into the stirrup and gaining control of the tailfin again. 

They flew in silence. They never talked much after a mission, that 
was, until they were safe in the confinements of the sanctuary. There 
they could discuss everything and talk about stuff all they wanted, 
without fear of being shot down or hunted. 



They arrived at the sanctuaries garden quickly. The moon hadn't even 
passed its peak. They opened the passage and their dragons walked in. 
Quickly finding their stables. The two slid out of the saddles 
Stretched after the flight, and walked towards the main hall. It was 
a lot calmer now, most assassins either sleeping or out on missions 
or patrols around the city and outskirts. 

Hiccup and Ragnar both walked towards the door of the Master, 
knocking gently on it. He opened quickly, expecting the two to 
arrive. They walked into the room, it was a sizable room, a bit 
bigger than theirs. Bookcases stood against the walls. They had many 
old books and scrolls. Most of them far before their time. 

They closed the door behind them and stepped towards the small table 
that stood to the left of it. They stripped themselves of all their 
weaponry. Hiccup laid his sword and crossbow on the table, Ragnar 
places his axe on it too, along with his heavier crossbow, before 
leaning his halberd against it. They both kept their blades on. 

"I suspect that the task is completed?" The master asked, his voice 
deep and heavy. Hiccup and Ragnar nodded as they took a seat on the 
master's dining table. A cup of tea already awaiting both of them. "I 
expected nothing else." The master said. "Did you learn anything 
interesting?" He asked as he sat down on the other side of the table. 
Gently blowing over his tea to cool it down. "Yes, Master." Ragnar 
said as Hiccup grabbed the scroll from somewhere in his armour. "This 
was found on the target." The master took the scroll in his hands and 
examined it, before unrolling it and reading it. He looked up at 
Hiccup and Ragnar. "Please excuse me, my Norse is a bit foggy." He 
said as he handed the scroll back to Hiccup, who read it aloud in a 
hushed enough tone to not let his voice leave the room. 

"_Dear Companion, _ 

_I can hereby inform you that we have found substantial evidence that 
the object is indeed in the archipelago, we only need the proof that 
it is located where we think it is. _ 

_The hammer, 'MjA^lnir' as our people call it, indeed holds the power 
we are searching for. The experts that you send over have confirmed 
it as one of the artefacts. Sadly enough they haven't survived their 
encounter with the local wildlife. The legendary hammer will be 
within our grasp in a matter of months, which is when the full extent 
of our deal will come into play._ 

_The archipelago will be off limits for the Roman armies and I shall 
gain free reign over it and its people as I wish. In return, we shall 
keep the artefact safe._ 

_Greetings, D.B."_ 

"MjA^lnir." Ragnar whispered. "That's not possible." "Apparently it 
is." Hiccup said. "If this is what I think it is we have a problem." 
"MjA^lnir, the ancient hammer forged by your gods was it?" The master 
spoke, clearly in thought. Hiccup and Ragnar nodded. "I don't meddle 
with the affairs of your gods, as should any mortal. If this is what 
you think it is it would hold great power. We cannot let Templar 
hands fall upon this artefact." 


"What do you suggest Master?" Hiccup asked. "We form a force and stop 



their operation?" "By the looks of it we'll have to take a large 
number." Ragnar added. "They probably know we have captured the 
message by the time we arrive there." 

"Indeed they will, we would lose our biggest element, surprise." The 
master said as he stood up and walked towards one of the bookcases. 
"We are after all the masters of perception." He pulled a book 
outwards, which sparked a large mechanism to live. The most right 
bookcase slowly slid into the wall, revealing a secret room. Hiccup 
and Ragnar, both out of curiosity, stood up and slowly followed their 
master, leaving their tea unattended. 

The room had even more bookcases, almost like a small library. But 
what stood out the most was the large table in the centre of the 
room. It was a large map of the known world, mostly charted thanks to 
Hiccup and Ragnar going out on their dragons. He grabbed a small box 
from the side of the table and opened it. Grabbing a small pin with a 
wooden tip. "We need to get there vast. We can't afford time on 
training and terrain knowledge." He said as he pinned the metal pin 
into the map, right underneath a few words. "This is your chance to 
start your own creed." 

"Nothing is true, everything is permitted." The master spoke as he 
turned back to the two. "You both proved to follow these lines way 
before you knew them, challenging the things you have been thought 
form birth and befriending the creatures you've sworn to fight. 
Accepting the consequences of your actions, either by banishment or 
suffering . " 

"I want you to leave before sunrise, we can't draw any suspicion." He 
explained. "From now on you are your own masters, your own allies, 
your own enemies." Hiccup and Ragnar nodded, both feeling happy and 
nervous for their return. "Grab what you need and leave." The master 
said. "But not before we greet each other for the last time." He 
extended his hand for the two to accept . He shook them both their 
hand and said. "As equals." 

They left the small room and drank the last of their tea in silence. 
Hiccup rewrote the note, so that the master would be able to read it 
if he wanted to. They bode their farewells and good lucks to each 
other before Hiccup and Ragnar left. The pin was still strongly 
secured in the map, underneath the thick black letters that had been 
written just above the mostly unknown area. It was vast and 
dangerous, with many unknown secrets and dangers. The words read. 
"Barbaric Archipelago" 

They walked to their room, a small, round, caved-out part nearby the 
stables, and immediately started packing their bags. Toothless was 
able to carry four, two on each side. Bolt could carry three, two on 
one side and the other bag hanging from the other, together with 
Ragnar ' s halberd. 

They had travelled to the archipelago often, at least every 
Snoggletog, the two would spend the holiday together with their 
dragons, who didn't find the need to mate. This would also give them 
the opportunity to remake maps and to collect valuable resources, 
like Zipplebag gas. Nightmare saliva and Gronkle Iron. They stayed 
clear of towns and villages, their presence staying unnoticed each 
year. Except for the few times they intervened with bandits to help 
traders, nomads, merchants or refugees. 



This time would be different, they weren't going on vacation, they 
were going to settle, more or less. Decisions about whether they'd 
sleep in tents or find refuge in a village would have to be held but 
they knew they needed a lot of things to pack. They both packed their 
own weapons. Hiccup had an extra set of hidden blades, carefully 
wrapped in cloth, also made from the black, strong metal alloy. They 
both carried bolts for their crossbows, Ragnar ' s significantly bigger 
and heavier than Hiccup's, since his crossbow was heavier. They both 
packed their own materials for sharpening their weapons, Ragnar also 
taking a spare axe-head while Hiccup packed tools for small repairs 
and maintenance. 

Now that they both had their first bag filled they moved to the next, 
which for both was water. An archipelago had plenty of water, but 
most of it was salt. Islands with large natural supplies of fresh 
water were usually inhabited, so they would have to keep a relative 
supply to be self-sufficient. The next bag was gear, next to their 
usual weaponry they also needed camping gear. They often slept in the 
wings and embrace of their dragons, but since winter was coming 
quickly, they would need something more than just that. Hiccup took a 
tent and a bedroll, along with more supplies to make a long term 
shelter. Ragnar also took a bedroll and some more supplies. 

Then came the last bag, which was filled with food. It carried dried 
meat, bread and other various kinds of food that would stay fresh, or 
at least edible, for a long time. Most of their meals would come from 
the sea, their dragons proved to be excellent fishers. They could 
also occasionally hunt for their food, but the amount of wildlife on 
an island could quickly dwindle. 

They went back to the stables, carrying the weighty bags. They 
greeted their companions, who were calmly eating some fish that had 
been given to them by the other assassins in the sanctuary. Most 
people didn't dare to come too close to the large reptiles, but some 
would occasionally give them a snack or some leftovers. "Hey guys." 
Ragnar greeted them. "Ready for some long distance flying?" Both 
dragons looked up confused, they usually had a day rest before the 
next task or mission, not that it was necessary. "We're going back." 
Hiccup said, which earned a confused warble from the beasts. "Back to 
the archipelago." 

The dragons visually lit up, standing up, ready to go as their riders 
walked towards them with the heavy bags. The dragons were actually 
hard to keep still now that they knew where they were going, they had 
been waiting to feel the cold winds of the northern lands again. The 
weather south was too hot for the dragons, they longed for the 
harsher climate. 

The bags were strapped to the saddles, safely secured by thick 
leather strips and metal buckles. The weight carefully divided across 
the bodies of the dragon, granting the as much comfort as possible. 
Both dragons both warbled happily as confirmation that the bags were 
comfortably secured. They quickly mounted their dragons, wasting no 
time on goodbyes to the other assassins. The secret passage was 
opened for them a third time this night, and probably for the 
last . 


They jumped into the clouded skies, quickly rising upwards to cover 
their path in the large, dark skies. Hidden behind the walls of 



clouds they flew. The wind guiding their path towards the 
archipelago, towards home. 

**AN: ** 


**Well, well, well, what do we have here? The first 
story I see. Interesting. Also, I used one of those 
instead of : : : : : , how professional!** 


chapter of a new 
long lines 


**A little bird told me that the poll results voted towards this 
story the most. I'll edit the poll for the next one and add a few 
more. The previous votes have been noted for the other stories too 
and will be taken into consideration.** 


**I hope everyone will be enjoying the story. I hope to update weekly 
but I'm not sure if I'll manage, since I want to make the chapters 
for this story longer than the previous. I.E. between the 5000 and 
7000 words each. I hope I'll manage but that might cause the story to 
only be updated every two weeks. The furthest I will go is every 
month, but I hope it won't come to that.** 

**Anyway, enjoy the first chapter and I'll see you in the next 
one ! ** 


**Take Care!** 




2. Chapter 2, Refugees 

The calm Nordic seas were empty, devoid of any human existence. As 
the days grew shorter and the weather colder, most docks would freeze 
or become hazardous thanks to the large pieces of ice that floated 
through the water, making it dangerous to dock at this late time of 
the year. They probably had a few weeks before the first snowfall 
would be upon them, and the water became the slippery, solid, 
glass-like material that it became each year. The last catches were 
being unloaded from the fishing boats, which had just returned from 
their last trip and didn't dare to go for another catch, the threat 
of the harbour freezing to a state of inaccessibility was too high. 
Bucket was helping mulch with the catch, since their cooperation with 
dragons their basic haul had grown tremendously, but the village also 
used more fish than ever, having to feed an entire population of 
dragons . 

Basket after basket of fish was being unloaded, stacked upon each 
other on the sturdy wooden docks, before fellow Vikings and dragons 
would carry them to the nearest storage barn. A highly secured 
building that could face storms, raids, and the most dangerous, 
sneaky, hungry dragons. The fields were being harvested and most of 
the crops had already been put in storage. After the peace had been 
made with the dragons. Berk had thrived. Their field always filled 
with lush crops, thanks to the extra amount of fertilizer that was 
available thanks to the dragons. Frost had only been a problem in the 
devastating parts of winter, because dragons could melt and thaw most 
of the ice and snow in the town. This also meant that their port 
would be accessible longer, meaning a higher catch of fish. 

Most of the works was made possible by Berk's elite group of dragon 



riders. They coordinated the integration and work with dragons from 
some of the first days. The start had been difficult, but everyone 
was thankful for them, especially since they helped them with the 
occasional rogue or grumpy dragon. Although everyone knew that it 
couldn't have been possible without the sacrifice of a young lad. 
Everyone remembered the day when they so foolishly attacked the nest, 
not listening to the pleas of danger and the warnings for their 
demise. They had all been blinded by hatred and betrayal. And yet, he 
saved them, giving his life in a fight against indescribable odds. He 
was considered a hero. 

The group of dragons riders consisted of 5 young adults, and was a 
perfect balance with their skills. Everyone had a speciality, 

Snotloud Jorneson was strong, Eishlegs Ingerman had more brains than 
most of the group, the twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut Thorson were good at 
demolition, which came in handy more than they dared to admit, and 
Astrid Hofferosn was tactical, probably the reason that she was the 
unofficial leader of the group. They stood under the command of their 
mentor in dragon training, Gobber the Belch, he was the village 
blacksmith and often gave them their tasks and mission, for he was a 
close friend to the chief. 

Chief Stoick the Vast, the man who popped a dragon's head from his 
shoulders when he was just a baby, was these days inseparable from 
his Rumblehorn, Skullcrusher . The dragon was mighty, vast and sturdy, 
a perfect fit for the chief. Time had not been kind on him, having 
taken his wife from him, he had kept himself strong for the sake of 
his village, and for his son. But when he didn't see that perfect 
Viking in him that he had hoped for he started to burry himself in 
work, neglecting his only child. This had lead him to befriending 
their worst enemy, a dragon, which had actually been the best thing 
to happen to Berk in centuries. After decades of war, death and 
destruction they made peace with their enemy. All it took was the 
destruction of their captor. The large, evil dragon that they had 
called 'The Red Death'. Sadly, for the chief and his village, the 
price for this peace proved to be high, and he had lost his only son 
to the beast. It wasn't certain if he had perished or not, being 
knocked out into the cold seas, to be quickly washed away by the 
currents. There had been no body, not of him or his dragon. But the 
chief felt it, deep within the collapsing walls of his hear, his son 
was alive and well, and one day he would return. He was now proud to 
follow his son's legacy, the peace with dragons, and treasured it 
like he should have treasured his son. 

He dreamed about the day they would meet again, and that he could 
tell him how proud he was, how proud he was about what he did. He 
changed their history, making all the changes in the village 
possible. He would tell him how he would make a great chief, and an 
even better husband. And the chief knew that, weather it was still on 
Midgard or at the gates of Valhalla, it would be the happiest moment 
of his life. 

The chief stood on the steps of his home, overlooking the village. 

The preparations for winter were going splendidly, and they were 
already far over the necessary amount they needed to survive the 
winter, but extras were always welcome. The village would probably 
take the winter even better than all the previous. Many of their 
storage building were already filled to the brim, and every day that 
it wouldn't snow just meant more stockpile. 



There was one thing that bothered him though, a good friend and 
traveling merchant, Johann. He was supposed to arrive a good month 
ago, somewhere around Hiccup's birthday. He was one of the people 
that had known the boy very well before the change, and always took 
great care to be at Berk during his birthday, even after the events a 
few years ago, to celebrate it with friends and family. But he was 
almost two months late, something that was unusual and even 
dangerous. Ships could easily arrive a few weeks late, due to bad 
weather or rogue winds, but for a ship to arrive two months late was 
strange, definitely since most islands were wary of strange sailors 
spending the winter in their village, so Johann would have to come to 
Berk before the ice would set in. 

Stoick had longed to see his friend again, he always brought news 
from across the archipelago, informing the chief about suspicious 
behaviour, like the sudden build of a large fleet, or dangerous 
expansion of territory. He had prayed for the life of his friend, 
hoping that nothing bad would've happened to him. Merchants were easy 
prey in these waters, both for dragons and for thugs. 

But his prayers appeared to have been answered. Bucket ran through 
the village at high speed, calling out the chief. "Chief Stoick! 
Chief!" He yelled as he ran towards the chief carrying a spyglass. 
"Sails on the horizon!" "What colours do they carry?" Stoick asked as 
he grabbed the spyglass and scanned the seas. Sails could mean 
anything, from invasions to traders, to refugees seeking new homes. 
"Mulch thinks it Johann." Bucket said as he tries to catch his 
breath. "But there are different ships with him." Stoick' s eyes lit 
up as he heard about the arrival of his friend, but grew wary of the 
other ships. "Thanks bucket." He said to the panting fisher, before 
walking down the stone stairs of his home. 

He walked to the docks, on his way there Stoick passed the smithy, 
and he knew that Cobber would also be anxious to meet the merchant. 
"Cobber!" He called out as he approached the counter. "Johann sails 
to port as we speak, care to join me?" Cobber quickly hobbled to the 
counter. "Aye, that I'll do." As he twisted a prosthetic cast iron 
pot from his hand and replaced it with a hook. That way he could help 
unload the ship. "He better have an excuse to be late." Cobber said 
as he walked out the door of the smithy. "He missed the birthday." 
"I'm sure he does." Stoick said. "He wasn't spotted alone." He 
followed his friend with his gaze as he left the smithy, but spotted 
an extra pair of legs along the way. He looked at his friend, who 
mouthed 'Hofferson lass' to him. He understood his friend and turned 
to the counter again. "Astrid." He called out, noticing how the legs 
stopped swinging. "Care to come too?" He saw how the legs swung back 
before the blonde girl jumped of the table she was sitting on, 
following them out of the smithy. 

They walked down the wooden ramps that lead to the docks, they could 
now clearly see the ship of Johann. It was pulling two other vessels, 
one with a sail and one without, but both of them packed with people. 
The ship slowly made its way into the port, where ropes were tossed 
to the vessel. Johann moved away from the wheel and tied the rope to 
the ship. On the docks, dragons pulled the vessel towards the wooden 
ramps . 

"Johann!" Stoick greeted his friend. "We feared we lost you!" Johann 
was just explaining the people of the other ships that it was safe 
and that the dragons wouldn't harm them, before turning back to 



Stoick. "Ha, and miss my winter holiday?" He laughed. "No way." Once 
the ship was close enough to the dock he dropped the gang plank 
between his ship and the wooden dock. 

Stock walked across the plank, and Johann directly offered him a 
hand, which he gladly accepted. "I'm terribly sorry that I could't be 
around for master Hiccup's birthday my friend." He gestured to the 
men and women on the vessels behind him. "There were, complicat ions . " 
Stoick looked at the people on the boats, they wore tattered clothes 
and looked like they were starving, as was Johann. "What happened?" 
Stoick asked with a serious tone. "And who are these people." 

"May I present to you, the Maceface clan." Johann said as he gestured 
to the people, Stoick now recognises the crest on the remaining sail. 
"Or at least what's left of it." Stoick looked at the broken souls on 
the ships. Before yelling loudly. "Get them ashore, find housing and 
food for them." More ropes were tossed and the other ships were 
quickly pulled ashore, the men, women and children were quickly 
helped up the ramps towards the hall, but not before Astrid spotted a 
familiar face. 

"Heather?" She asked, looking at the beaten and starving girl. Sure, 
she hadn't been looking that well when they first met, but this was 
way worse. The girl gave a sly smile, they had left on good notes and 
they considered each other friend. "Hey Astrid." She said, her voice 
hoarse and weak. "You know each other?" Gobber asked confused. "Yea, 
we do." Astrid said as she let Heather lean on her, the girl 
obviously weakened by the journey. "Met a few years back." She said 
as she reassured the broken girl. "Follow everyone to the hall, there 
will be food for you all." She said to the girl who tried to stand on 
her own feet again, before being helped by her parents. She muttered 
a weak thanks before disappearing back into the crowd. 

Meanwhile, Stock and Johann were busily talking about the refugees. 
They had come to the conclusion that it was best to discuss it at a 
meal later that evening, with the presence of Gobber. 

The Chief left, following the stream of refugees, ordering men around 
him to grab food from the supplies. Gobber chatted with the merchant 
for a bit, asking about his health and promising a repair for his 
ship when the ice thawed. The ice could seriously damage ship in the 
winter, and a free repair came default with the merchants stay during 
the winter. They had to repair their own fleet as well, and one more 
ship didn't make a huge difference. 

Gobber headed back to the smithy, leaving Astrid alone with Johann, 
who was now grabbing his wares to display. She walked up the plank to 
his ship and started helping him displaying some of his wares. "Did 
you hear anything?" Astrid asked as she moved a box closer to the 
rest to form a small stall on the deck. She knew that travelling 
merchants often picked up the occasional gossip. "Well, rumours are 
always flying about you know." Johann said calmly, a slight hint of 
tension in his voice. "Some say they saw a flying ship, some say they 
saw a Nightfury and some say that the moon is made of cheese." He 
spoke quickly when he mentioned the Nightfury, but Astrid heard it 
very well. "Did. You. Hear. Anything?" Astrid asked, now saying it 
more like a threat then like a question. 

"All I can tell you my dear, is that you don't want to be out there 
right now." He said with a depressed tone. He looked around to see if 



anyone was watching, before adding in a hushed tone. "It's what I 
want to discuss with Stoick, foreign warriors are on the loose." He 
explained as he walked over to a crate to sit on it. Motioning Astrid 
to sit beside him. "They've been reported at several islands, 
sometimes within days of each other." He explained. "They are highly 
trained killers. Assassins, skilled warriors from a faraway land." 

"Do you think he travels on dragonback?" Astrid asked, intrigued by 
the foreign fighters. "I fear I don't, but I don't think they have 
dragons where they are from." Johann said as he stood up and walked 
to one of his crates. "But I might have something for you." He opened 
a crate, which appeared to be filled with books. 

"In my spare time," He began, pulling out a green book before 
stuffing it back. "I translate books." A red one came from the crate, 
also being put back into it. "And I remember translating one a while 
ago about these fighters." He pulled out a grey book, dusting it off 
before handing it to Astrid. "Here." 

Astrid read the title. "The Brotherhood." She read aloud. "Is it a 
clan or something?" "He, no, not really. It's more like an 
organization." He explained. "If this foreigner really is an assassin 
than all you need to know is in there." Astrid flipped a few pages, 
finding lots of text and accurate drawings of men clad in armoured 
robes. "The original book covered everything." Johann said. "But some 
things might have got lost in translation." "How much do you want for 
this?" Astrid asked, with this new threat the book would have immense 
value. "It's a gift." Johann said. "See it as my apologies for 
missing master Hiccup's birthday." 

Astrid thanks Johann and walked back home, tightly clutching her new 
book. She wasn't the reader of the group, that would be Fishlegs, and 
when she was finished she would be lending the book to him so that he 
could study the foreign fighter, or 'Assassin' as Johann had called 
them. Bu she wasn't one of those brain-dead animals either, and 
occasionally read a book to improve her skills. Since this assassin 
was considered a problem, the usual Viking method of 'Throw more 
warriors at him until he dies.' hadn't worked on him. This meant that 
she, if ever having to battle this mysterious fighter, should be 
prepared. She hurried home, greeting her mother, and quickly sat down 
at a small desk and opened the book. Her father, being a fletcher, 
used it to calculate his stock and supplies, something only a few 
craftsmen in Berk did, but he was currently working, she could easily 
sit down to read. 

She opened the book, the thick leather wrapping making a sound from 
not being used as the last pieces of dust fell down from it. She 
scrolled through the index, skipping the basic information about the 
brotherhoods origin and system and rested her finger at the chapter 
'The assassin'. She flung the thick book halfway open, flipped a few 
more pages and quickly found the chapter. She began to read 

The book started talking about their appearance, which apparently 
mainly consisted of white, battle-ready robes and light armour, to 
maintain mobility. It was accompanied by a large, detailed drawing of 
a hooded man in richly decorated robes. What caught her attention 
were the blades that emerged from each hand. She read that if the 
assassin differentiated from the usual robes he would most likely be 
a 'Master', something that would be discussed in a different chapter. 
She concluded that the assassins had based their fighting style of 
speed and agility, something she was also very good with. 



She read further, this part being about their behaviour. Assassins 
had different methods of attack, but used the elements of stealth and 
surprise heavily. After finishing their objective, being sabotage, 
the neutralization of a target, or anything else, they would often 
quickly retreat, so that they couldn't be overwhelmed by 
reinforcements or backup. Sometimes they worked in pairs, allowing 
their brothers to surround the enemy while they drew attention, 
sometimes they worked alone, taking out entire battalions of soldiers 
singlehandedly . What was concluded about this chapter was that they 
primarily used stealth. There also was a little note at the bottom, 
underneath a drawing of an assassin in public. It read 'Most of the 
time, an assassin will only be seen if he wants to be seen.' 

The next chapter was about weapons, this caught Astrid's attention. 
You could determine half of someone fighting by the weapons they 
carried. The chapter explained that assassins carried a large 
variation of weapons, which lead from throwing knives to heavy 
crossbows, from daggers to dual handed war axes. But then her eyes 
found the words 'hidden blades' and quickly read from there. 

'_The hidden blade is an assassin's most renowned weapon. It 
functions for both offence and defence, granting incredible speed of 
deployment. All regular assassins carry the same hidden blades, 
cashed from iron or steel, the blade consists of multiple metal 
parts, which allow for retraction. The blades are located on the 
assassin's wrist. And a piece of string or leather is tied to the 
finger to activate the blade, making it slide out of its sheath. The 
usual blade is clearly visible on the underside of the assassin's 
gauntlets. If you ever come across an assassin with blade that do not 
match these descriptions. In example, longer, curved, different 
colour or metal. Your best bet is to retreat. Only Master Assassins 
are allowed to take other blades, and this usually means that the 
blades are made specifically for them, making them deadlier the ever. 
Hidden blades are strong if used correctly, but if hit on the joints 
of the metal they may break or shatter. _' 

There was a detailed drawing of a basic hidden blade, she could see 
how it worked. The blade was hollow and retracted into the previous, 
bigger part of the blade, creating on long blade. She guessed her 
best bet was to move on in hopes of finding more information. She 
moved on to the next chapter. 

The last chapter she read was called 'Ranking', so she naturally 
guessed it was about the level of deadliness that an assassin could 
have. The book explained that there were three primal ranks of 
assassins. There were beginners, which would often be scouts or 
messengers, assassins, which was the most common to find, and there 
was the masters, an elusive and excellent fighter. The book explained 
that the Scouts and Messengers often looked the same as the regulars 
assassin, the only difference being their armour, which they often 
didn't have, and their armament, for they carried no hidden blades. 
The assassin himself sounded like a worthy opponent, and she was 
pretty sure that, with a bit of practice, she could beat one in a 
fight . 

The Masters were a different story, the book didn't have much 
information about them, and the small text on the bottom of the page 
gave her a DA©jA vu of the dragon manual. Where the Nightfury had 
the text, 'Hide and pray it doesn't find you.' the Masters had the 



text 'run and pray you're not his target.' 


Astrid gulped, these masters sounded very skilled and deadly, she 
would just have to make sure that she was more skilled and deadlier. 
She felt like she knew enough of the assassins to at least give her a 
chance in a fight. She then remembered Heather, maybe she knew more. 
That information could prove to be very valuable in a fight. 

She rushed out the door and headed for the mead hall, that's where 
all the refugees would be. She rushed through the village, the book 
safely tucked underneath her arm. Maybe Heather would recognise the 
man from drawing, maybe she could find similarities, who knew. She 
walked up the stairs of the hall and was greeted by the smell of 
freshly baked, and some burned, fish. She opened the doors and headed 
in . 

Inside was less of a mess then she had expected, most of the refugees 
sat quietly at their tables, eating away at a well-deserved meal. At 
the biggest table sat Stoick, together with a few refugees, Johann 
and Gobber, discussing what happened. She found Heather sitting with 
the Snotloud and Fishlegs at their usual table, eating food like it 
was the last meal she was going to have in a few days. 

Astrid joined them at the table, and the book immediately caught 
Fishlegs attention. "Is that a new book?" He asked carefully. "I've 
never seen it, what's it about." The boy had small shimmers in his 
eyes from excitement, books weren't quite common in Viking culture, 
and he had read every book on Berk at least twice. "It's new, got it 
from Johann." Astrid explained as she put it on the table. "It's 
about the brotherhood of assassins." 

At this statement Heather almost choked on her food and had to do her 
best to swallow it in the end. "Assassins?" She asked Astrid, who 
nodded. "Johann told me about them." Heather explained. "Are they the 
men who attacked your village?" Fishlegs asked, curiosity got the 
best of him with this new concept . "No, they defended it." Heather 
said, which earned a confused look from the other two, Snotloud 
wasn't paying attention. 

Long line again! 

Flashback (Centre this shit) 

The freezing water smashed against the rock walls repeatedly, being 
flung up into the air before falling back into the sea. The island of 
the MaceFace clan was calm and serene, with nothing to trouble the 
inhabitants. They had been in striking range of the same nest as 
Berk, so the raids had stopped after the Berkians attacked it. Now 
life on the island was calm and peaceful. 

Heather was walking through the streets, she had just finished a day 
of working at the alchemist and was now casually walking back home, 
she had learnt some new things about alchemy and she thought that 
nothing could wreck her day. She was wrong. 

The bell ringed just before sunset, twice, signalling that hostile 
ships had been spotted. Heather rushed home, she knew better then to 
run to the cliffs to search for the enemy, they had plans for this. 
Because their village was small they storage barn was built within 
their great hall, this is also where everyone would stay for the 



intense winter months. This helped with raids, since it had been 
common knowledge that everyone should retreat to the hall, where the 
defences would be set up. 

At her home she grabbed some alchemical ingredients. They would come 
in handy for healing injured warriors, or helping them with their 
battle. She stuffed all the ingredients in a satchel and swung it 
over her shoulder, before running out of her home and towards the 
great hall. 

The first shots of the enemy catapults were now raining down, 
crashing through roofs and destroying buildings. She ran as fast as 
she could, knowing that their great hall could withstand most of the 
impacts. When she arrived she was quickly greeted by her parents. Her 
father was already arming himself and some of the other men of the 
village, and her mother was tending to the wounded. 

The chief stepped forward, inspecting his warriors. "Men, arm 
yourself!" He called out. "Tonight we fight for our tribe, as we have 
for many generations." Everyone in the hall stopped their work to 
listen to their chief. "We will fight for our land, and our people." 
He called out, before stepping on a table to be able to look at 
everyone. "I want a small group to stay here, mainly sons and 
daughters, the young ones will protect the elders." He yelled. "I 
want craftsmen to build a barricade, for if our forced should fail." 
Heather was relieved, her father was one of the craftsmen, and that 
meant that at least he would be safe. "We will arm ourselves, and 
take the fight to our attackers!" 

The hall filled with many war cried as all the warriors stormed out 
the doors. Heather watched sadly, she saw uncles and aunts, friends 
and family, they all disappeared through the door. After the last one 
left the door was closed, and tables and other materials were 
immediately pushed against it. This was their tactic, fight to 
survive while keeping all the important or weaker people inside. 

She turned around and decided to focus on the injured again, many 
townsfolk had already been hurt by the bombardment of rocks. And 
needed medical care. 

Johann stood outside, a short sword in his hand. He wasn't a fighter, 
he was a merchant, a man of words and craft, not battle and agility. 
But that didn't matter now. He would fight besides these men and 
women, for every port where he laid anchor was his home, and he was 
sure to defend that. 

Four longboats slowly sailed into the harbour, packed to the brim 
with enemy warriors. The hunters of the village fired a volley of 
arrows at the boat, only hitting a few enemies, the rest was defended 
by their thick wooden shields. Once the boats reached close enough to 
the beach and docks the warriors spilled out, filling the beach and 
forming their ranks. 

It was a coordinated attack, with five large separated groups, each 
with different kinds of warriors. They all had men with either spears 
or halberds, axes or swords, hammers or maces, and bows or crossbows. 
A horn sounded, and the attackers moved forward, shields raised to 
defend themselves against incoming arrows, before firing their own 
when the defenders were preparing another volley. 



Once they were close enough they stopped, and both parties could feel 
the tension. It didn't take long for the horn to sound for a second 
time and both armies to charge at each other. 

It was a slaughter, outnumbered and out skilled, the members of the 
MaceFace clan fell like pawns. Their remaining defenders were quickly 
pushed back towards the hall, from which the remaining defenders and 
injured now joined them for the fight. 

They stood together, side by side, like brethren, they had formed 
their own ranks, shields with spears stinking through it. And formed 
a wall in front of the doors to the great hall. They could hold out 
for a little while, but if the attacking army attacked in full scale 
again, they couldn't do anything but fall. 

Heather stood halfway the Hall, having a white knuckled grip on a 
dagger in her hand. She wouldn't go down without a fight she told 
herself, but the dagger also served another purpose, she wouldn't let 
herself be captured. She stood between the badly injured and the 
attackers, willing to give her life for her people. She had climbed 
on a table to be able to see outside, over their own ranks. They were 
outnumbered four to one, and the enemy were more skilled and 
motivated. She squeezed her eyes shut, blocking the image of what 
could happen in a few moments. But before she could open them, she 
heard chaos unfold outside. 

She looked across the defenders, seeing the enemy army covered in a 
thick grey cloud of smoke. From inside the smoke you could hear 
screams of pain and death, and a few fleeing enemies found themselves 
at the pikes and spears of the defenders. Heather walked towards the 
ranks, right as the smoke began to clear. The enemy still had their 
ranks formed against them, but they were gravely thinned. Most of 
their warriors stood behind them, fighting a grey robed man. The 
unknown man moved with swiftness and skill, using his own halberd and 
the weapons of the enemy to quickly thin their ranks. Further from 
him, men fell without being hit, struck down by another unknown 
attacker . 

The men worked his way through the enemy's ranks, placing himself 
between the attackers and defenders. The enemy quickly responded by 
forming their ranks, but they left a gap in the middle. The 
battleground was silent, only the soft burning of building could be 
heard. But the silence was pierced by a slow clapping sound. "Good 
job assassin." Dagur said as he stood between his men. "How noble of 
you to help this defenceless village." 

"Step off Dagur," The hooded man spoke with a heavy voice. "You can 
still walk away from this." Dagur laughed at this statement. "Walk 
away from a battle I'm winning?" He asked mockingly. "You don't have 
your element of surprise, assassin." He spat the last words with all 
the disgust that he could find. 

"I do not indeed." The assassin spoke slowly. Heather looked at him 
carefully and swore he saw him flick his hand a little bit. A second 
men dropped from the dark skies, landing his feet on Dagur 's 
shoulders and sending him backward onto the ground. His men reacted 
shocked, as did the defenders. 


Dagur was frozen, he slowly looked up towards the face of his 
attacker. He first saw the strange helmet dangling from his side 



then came the buckle, and finally, he was able to see the face of his 
attacker. "No." He said quietly, before asking. "How?" "I have 
nothing to say to you." The assassin said as Dagur felt a sharp, cold 
sting in his neck. "May the Valkyries welcome you." The assassin 
whispered. Dagur 's forces saw how Dagur 's grip on his sword loosened, 
before the handle slit out of his hand. 

The attacking force froze, the men kept their ranks but their 
attention drifted away towards the now lifeless body of their leader. 
The MaceFace clan's members knew how it felt, earlier in the battle, 
before they had to retreat towards their great hall, their respected 
leader had been cut down by the attacking forces. 

Everyone now stared as the second hooded man rose from Dagur 's 
lifeless body, small bits of blood dripping from his hands. It was 
silent again, everyone awaiting the moves of each other, before the 
first assassin let out a war cry and charged at the attackers with 
his halberd. The defending forced quickly followed them into 
battle . 

The ranks of the attackers were broken, and they quickly found 
themselves retreating deep into the town. The fight had changed from 
one of ranks and attacks to a random mess of chaos and slaughter, and 
casualties were rising on both sides. Heather had joined the fight, 
using a short sword she grabbed from one of her fallen villagers to 
help her people. She was fighting on the far west side of the 
village, making the enemy retreat back to the beaches where their 
ships lay. 

She wasn't fighting their attackers head on, but she would attack 
enemies who were occupied with other battles, greatly thinning out 
the enemy numbers. She spotted her next target, a big heavy fellow 
carrying a mace, busily fighting with someone who stood around the 
corner of a building. She sneaked up towards her target, before his 
attacker rolled over his back and stabbed him. 

She stood there frozen, the man who had killed her target was no one 
else then the first assassin, the halberd still on his back. But what 
really stunned her was that during the roll his hood had come off, 
and she was able to see his face perfectly. He had dark, messy brown 
hair and blue eyes, there was a small scar on his right cheek. What 
surprised her even more was that he was her age, a young adult. 

Johann had talked about him once before on one of his visits, stating 
that they were foreign warriors. So what really shocked her was that 
when she looked at the man, she saw a Nordic complexion. The man 
looked back at her, stunned for a moment by the raven haired girl 
that stood in front of him, before quickly puling his hood back on 
and re-joining the battle. 

She didn't see him afterwards, not even the other assassin. The 
remaining enemies were forced back onto their boats and sailed away, 
retreating back towards the fleet where they came from. 

The aftermath was horrible, the smell of burned wood, steel and flesh 
lingered the air. Corpses littered the streets, both friends and foe. 
Of the entire town only a fifth of the small population had survived, 
and there was nothing left. 


Pyres were made from the remaining wood. One for each family, since 
there wasn't enough for everyone. They used a small boat they still 



had for their chief, for he deserved a proper funeral. The entire day 
consisted of rites being read and pyres being lit, even one for the 
fallen foes. 

It had been quickly decided that they should vacate the island, in 
the current state of the village they wouldn't survive the winter. 
They had a total of three ships left, one being Johann's. They used 
one day to fit as much supplies on them as they could. The remaining 
food, gold and silver for trade or buying their way into a new tribe, 
and blankets for the journey ahead. 

The mood was foul and sad, many grieved for lost friends and family. 
Heather herself had lost two uncles and an aunt, along with a few 
cousins. She was glad that both her parents were okay at least. 

And so they set sail, starting the jourey for a new tribe, in the 
hopes of finding one on the island of their allies. Berk. 

LINE AGAIN! 

"So that's the story." Heather said with a sigh. "I still can't 
believe our village is gone." The gang looked at her with pity, 
feeling sad for their friend. "Well, I think the chief will allow you 
into the tribe." Astrid said to lighten the mood. "And he'll allow 
your stay for the winter at least." 

"That's good." Heather said with a small smile, she looked at Astrid. 
"But you got to help me with something." Astrid looked at Heather 
with curiosity. "I want to find that assassin." Heather said. "I want 
to thank him for helping my village." 

"Why, he didn't save it or anything." Snotlout muttered, jealous that 
the new girl directly wanted to find another guy. "Oh, I forgot." 
Heather then said. "He's also really hot." 

**AN: ** 

**So, here it is, another chapter done! Finite! Finished! I have no 
idea what I'm saying**! 

**Anyway, I hope everyone is enjoying the story, don't forget to vote 
on the next story to be written, I have added another one to the list 
which seems interesting to me :D** 

**Also, for a story I'm planning I might need someone who can 
translate English to German. If any of you can I would like to hear 
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further then, Auf wiedersehen, Wie gehtst. Super geil, and the 
yelling you hear in WW2 movies. Shame on me. ** 

**Take care!** 
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3. Chapter 3, A calm day 



He slowly banked his dragon towards the small island, the Skrill 
calmly flying through the dark, cold nights. Up ahead he could see 
their camp, which they had set up in a small clearing. He could see 
the small light from a fire, they had to keep it small or the light 
would shine through the treeline and could alert ships of their 
position . 

The dragon went into a slow and subtle dive, using his wings to keep 
his speed relatively low as he headed for the clearing. With a few 
last strong beats of its wings the beast landed softly on its back 
paws, before also letting his wings touch the ground, using them as 
arms . 

He climbed of his dragon, loosening the straps of the saddle before 
removing it. He walked towards his partner who sat next to the fire, 
roasting a fish above the small flames. 

"How did it go?" Hiccup asked as he turned his fish a bit, inspecting 
how it slowly turned from its blue colour to a crispy brown. "Not 
bad." Ragnar said as he put laid the saddle down next to a tree. "Not 
bad at all . " 

"Did you learn anything useful?" Hiccup asked as he stuck the stick 
into the ground, before grabbing a new, fresh one and handing it to 
Ragnar. "Anything about their plans or attacks?" 

"I learned of some information of attacks." Ragnar said as he 
accepted the fish and lowered it over the fire. "Nothing about 
Mjolnir though." He added as he also turned his fish to let it 
roast . 

"We should stop calling it that." Hiccup said, statisfied with his 
fish he put it down on a cloth next to him. "If someone manages to 
sneak up on us and listen we could be in a lot of trouble." "No one 
is going to be able to sneak up on us." Ragnar said with a chuckle. 
"We're assassins, aren't we?" 

"I know," Hiccup answered with a smile as he pulled a piece of meat 
from his grilled fish. "But it never hurts to be careful, does 
it?" 


"No it doesn't." Ragnar said as he inspected his fish, deciding that 
it needed some more time above the flames. He watched the red flames 
lick his fish, turning it a few shades browner. 

"What did you learn about their attacks?" Hiccup asked as he prepared 
another fish for roasting, slicing it open at the bottom with a knife 
to remove the intestines. "Anything we could use?" 

"I learned that they attack in two different ways." Ragnar explained 
as he removed his fish from the fire, also laying it in the cloth. 
"The first one is just to destroy the village, first they bombard it, 
and then they pillage and destroy the remnants." 

"Like the Maceface clan?" Hiccup asked, picking another piece of fish 
from the bone. 

"Yes, exactly like the MaceFaces." Ragnar said, as he now also picked 
pieces from his fish. "Except their used to winning, and not one of 
their leaders being killed." 



"Yea, that must have been quite a shock." Hiccup chuckled, neither of 
them enjoyed taking lives, but it was a necessity. "But what was the 
other way tactic?" 

"Their second tactic is to send a small group to evaluate the island, 
and they don't do this sneakily." Ragnar explained. "They just send a 
group out whilst their warships lay at their coast. If the group 
doesn't signal back it means that the ships should attack." 

"They sound like crazy and dangerous people." Hiccup said as he ate 
another piece of fish. "Do you have any ideas on what their next 
target could be?" 

"Yes, and you're not going to like it." Ragnar said, earning Hiccup's 
attention. "It's Berk." 

Hiccup swallowed his fish and covered his face in his hands, he let 
out a loud sigh. "Gods dammit!" He cursed loudly, earning the 
attention of the lazily resting dragons behind him. "How long until 
the attack begins?" He asked Ragnar. 

"I think they'll arrive there in about two days, and will probably 
attack at night." He explained. "They'll probably use the second 
tactic, since they are hoping to conquer Berk, not destroy it." 

"Oh, well that's a relief!" Hiccup said sarcast ically . "Berk is a 
good dag flight from here." He said, before adding. "If the weather 
is kind . " 

"I know this is difficult for you." Ragnar said softly. "I can go 
alone if you want to." 

Hiccup looked at Ragnar, seeing the worry in his eyes. "I'm coming 
with you." He said. "We will have an advantage at night." 

"I was thinking that one of us destroys the fleet while the other one 
takes on the group in the village." Ragnar explained. "They deserve a 
peaceful death." Vikings could be quite violent towards people 
invading their homeland, and as soon as the group would lose the 
fleet that kept them alive through threats they would be ripped apart 
by the inhabitants of Berk, if not by their dragons. 

"I'll take the town." Hiccup said. "You take the ships." 

"Are you sure?" Ragnar asked with worry. "I mean, are you sure you 
can handle it?" 

"Banished or not, they are still my own people." Hiccup yelled, 
before letting his tone grow calm again. "They may have abandoned me, 
but I'm not abandoning them." 

"I'm not saying that you shouldn't help them Hiccup." Ragnar said 
slowly, reassuring Hiccup of his intentions. "I'm just afraid that 
something will go wrong." 

"I'll be fine." Hiccup said calmly. "But thanks for the 
consideration. " 


"No problem, you know why I do it." Ragnar said as he ripped of 



another part of his fish. "I'm too lazy to learn how to fly Toothless 
if something happens to you." 

Behind the fire two large green eyes opened, the dragon having grown 
curious upon hearing its name. He raised his head a bit and looked at 
the two humans, who were still chatting and laughing as they ate 
their dinner. Silly humans. 

They quickly finished their meals and prepared some more fish for the 
journey. Ragnar stood up and started breaking their camp down, while 
Hiccup spread the embers of the fire wider to let it die. 

Ragnar had the tent rolled up in a matter of seconds, thanks to a 
clever design from Hiccup. He put it down next to his saddle and 
walked over to Hiccup, who was still poking the fire with a 
stick . 

"Hiccup." He called out, which earned him a look from his friend. He 
could see a bit of worry in his eyes, but also joy. Joy that he would 
finally return home, at least for a little bit. He stuck his hand 
out, offering him help for getting up. He took it and Ragnar pulled 
him off the ground. 

"Now let's get those Templars." Ragnar said as he pulled Hiccup of 
the ground, before saying "May the emptiness of knowledge about their 
enemies be filled with fear of the unknown, " 

Hiccup looked his friend in the eyes, before adding. "For fear can be 
stronger than any blade ever made." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The wind howled through the trees, making them sway gently in the 
breeze. The Berkian dragon riders were enjoying their day off, and 
decided to show their newest member, a girl from the Maceface clan, a 
tour . <p> 

"And here's the new and improved arena." Astrid said proudly as their 
group walked through the gates. "Now also accommodated for dragon 
races." "It's amazing." Heather said in awe. "I'm amazed that you are 
able to live with dragons this well." 

"Well, it wasn't without sacrifice." Fishlegs said sadly, to which 
Heather nodded, she had heard the story about the boy who gave his 
life for this, the peace between men and dragon. She would be lying 
if she said that she didn't admire it. 

"Do you think I can train a dragon?" Heather asked out of the blue, 
she had been admiring the winged creatures since her first visit to 
Berk, but her own island was still to wary of the beasts. But now 
that she would live on Berk, she was dying to get her own 
dragon . 

"We have a local Shock jaw that you might like." Fishlegs said. "It's 
used to people being around, and you can earn a bit extra if you go 
fishing with it." 

Heather thought for a second, she had heard of Shockjaws, they were 
like Skrills from the ocean. She never saw one up close, since they 
preferred to stay away from villages and fishing spots. She hadn't 



given the thought about which dragon she would like much thought. 
"Alright." Heather said. "I'll take it." 

"Let's go then!" Astrid said as she clapped her hands together, she 
wanted to help Heather get a dragon for two reasons. The first one 
was that she liked the idea of another rider, one which could raise 
the intelligence of the group a bit. The second one was that she 
already knew how to fly, and she didn't want her going out with 
Stormfly again. 

They started to walk towards the other side of the island, where a 
small beach of pebbles was an often used place for dragons to rest, 
since it blocked most of the wind. The gang stood at the high the top 
of the small cliffs that blocked access to the beach. It didn't have 
any value to the Berkians so they hadn't built the usual wooden ramps 
to it. They peered over the edge and quickly spotted the green-blue 
Shockjaw resting there, half in the water and half on the 
beach . 

"There she is." Astrid said as she peered down at the beach. "There, 
in the surf." She pointed at the dragon and Heather followed her 
hand, finding the Tidal dragon resting peacefully. 

"She's beautiful." She said as she inspected the dragon. It shimmered 
slightly as the sun reflected of its wet skin. Heather turned to 
Astrid. "So, how are we going to do this?" 

"We head down on Stormfly, you approach her, she should be used to 
humans, and let her push her snout in the palm of your hand." Astrid 
explained. Heather listened carefully, not wishing to lose a limb or 
two. "Alright." She said confidently. "Let's do this." 

"You guys stay here." Astrid said to the rest of the group. "We don't 
want to scare her." The rest of the group sighed but agreed, a 
startled dragon was a dangerous dragon. 

They mounted Stormfly, the blue dragon cooing at the extra weight on 
her back. She walked to the edge and calmly glided down towards the 
beach. She flapped one more time before letting her claws sink into 
the beach, pulling some rocks upwards. The girls dismounted the 
Nadder and slowly checked their surroundings. A few of the dragons 
had taken notice of them, and some had flown away or retreated 
further into the water. The Shockjaw had also spotted the two, but 
was still calmly lying in the water. 

"Okay, now calmly approach the dragon." Astrid slowly began. "Make 
sure it doesn't see you as a threat." Heather slowly stepped towards 
the Shockjaw, to which the dragon shrunk into itself defensively, 
softly growling. "Make yourself smaller." Astrid whispered from 
behind her, and Heather did so. She went a bit through her knees and 
bend her back forwards. It wasn't comfortable, but it worked, since 
the dragon stopped growling and now looked at her with a confused 
expression, its head cocked slightly to the right. 

"Easy girl, " Heather began, taking small, gentle steps to approach 
the dragon. "I'm not going to hurt you." The dragon slowly relaxed, 
and took a friendlier and less defensive pose. "See, everything is 
alright." Heather said as she took another careful step towards the 
dragon. She remembered the things Astrid had taught her so far and 
once she was just a few steps from the dragon she turned her head 



away and extended her hand. 


She was terrified, although she had already befriended a dragon 
before, that was a docile, tamed dragon, and she had something that 
the beast could eat instead of her. Now she stood alone, even if 
something went wrong and Astrid tried to help she would never reach 
her in time. She closed her eyes, her breath coming ragged, almost 
panicky . 

But then she felt a light jolt going through her arm, a small 
electric discharge, she had felt it before, as a kid she would 
sometimes shuffle across the carpet while wearing woollen socks and 
then shock her parents. This was the same. The shock was quickly 
replaced by a wet and slimy feeling, like holding a fish. She looked 
back at her hand, which was now resting on the snout of the tidal 
dragon . 

"Hey there girl." She said slowly, now wanting to scare the dragon of 
now. "How are you?" The dragon grew more comfortable at her speech 
and started to circle around her, head-butting her and scratching. 
"Calm down there girl." Heather giggled. "Easy there." She looked 
over to Astrid, who had a big smile on her face. "So what 
now? " 


"Give her a name." Astrid said. "Something catchy." Heather looked at 
her dragon, which was still walking around her. "Girl, sit still for 
a second, will you." Heather said with giggles, and to her surprise 
the reptile listened. "Well I can't keep calling you girl." Heather 
said as she inspected the happy and active dragon in front of her, 
noticing again how the sun reflected of the smooth, wet scales. "How 
about. Shimmer?" She asked the dragon, which happily started to 
bounce up and down. Signalling that she liked the name. 

"It fits her." Astrid said laughing at the playful beast. "Want to go 
back up?" Heather looked at her in shock, she had flown dragons 
before, even alone, but flying a just tamed one, all by herself, that 
seemed like a bit much. "I, I'm not sure if I'm able to." She said as 
she looked at the, now her, dragon. "Do you think you can?" She asked 
Shimmer, who happily bobbed her head up and down to signal that she 
was good to go, before walking to Heather to poke her head between 
Heather's legs. 

"Wow there." Heather exclaimed as she was lifted from the ground, 
only to hear Astrid chuckle in the background. "Looks like she 
learned from watching the other riders." Astrid joked as Heather lay 
on the fins of the dragon. "Shall we?" 

Heather had her hands wrapped safely around the neck of the dragon 
and her legs clamped underneath its wings. "I don't think that's a 
good," She couldn't finish her sentence as her dragon flew up into 
the air only to land on the top part of the cliffs again, safe and 
sound . 

Heather lay panting and shocked on the back of the Shockjaw. "That 
was amazing." She said slowly, almost traumatized. "Let's do that 
again!" The dragon prepared to lift off again but was stopped by 
Astrid. "No no no, wait a second." She said, stopping the dragon 
before it lifted off again. "You need a saddle first, something to 
hold on to . " 



Heather looked at Astrid and slowly realized how slippery the dragon 
was, she also became aware of the slight tingle in her arms and 
fingers, basically anything that touched the dragon. "That might be 
useful." She said as she slit of her Dragon. "Where can I get 
one? " 


"Well someone is excited." Astrid said mockingly. "You need to get 
one made, at Cobber's shop." She said the words with just enough 
hesitation for Heather to realize something was wrong. She looked at 
Astrid with a questioning look, enough for her to realise her slip 
up . 

She sighted loudly, looking around her for listeners, finding none 
but Heather. "He used to work there." She said sadly. "Hiccup was 
Cobber's apprentice." Heather looked at her new friend with worry. 
"If what you've told of him is true, then I'm sure he's fine." She 
said, hoping to reassure Astrid a bit. "Probably destroyed an entire 
island, but he will be fine." 

Astrid let a chuckle escape and a smile crept up her face. "Yea, 
wherever he is he's probably in trouble." She said as she looked out 
to the sea, the sun began to set slowly and low hanging fog slowly 
crept towards the island. "But he'll make it, he always did." 

She let her eyes linger the horizon, calmly taking in the scene. 
"Let's get to the forge." She said. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Cobber was as usual, hammering away on a soon to be part of a 
saddle. He stopped for a second to use a piece of cloth to swipe some 
sweat of his face, it sure was hot in the forge. He heard the door 
open and found a familiar blonde with a not so familiar raven haired 
girl. "Well, 'ello Astrid, and. Heather, right?" He greeted the two. 
Heather confirming her name with a slight nod. "Wha' brings ya ' to 
the forge today?"<p> 

"We need a saddle." Astrid said softly. "A shockjaw, she's waiting 
outside." Cobber looked at the girl and casually walked over to a 
table, picking up a large book. "See this?" He said as he handed the 
book to Astrid, who almost gave in underneath the weight. "That's a 
list of saddles that need to be made." 

"Well, since you always help the academy first." Astrid began. "I was 
hoping you could do our new recruit a favour." She gestured to 
Heather, who was leaning from one feet to the other. Cobber sighed 
loudly. "Bring the beast in. I'll measure him." He said as he walked 
over to the lever that accessed the hatch for dragons to enter the 
workshop. "But this stays between you and me." "Deal!" Astrid and 
Heather exclaimed as they walked off towards the now opening hatch, 
calling Shimmer to come in. 

"Now what do we have here?" Cobber said as he grabbed measuring tape 
from the wall. " 'This a new one?" He inspected the dragon as he took 
measurements. Pulling his hand away quickly one he received the first 
shock. "Alright, thick leather it is." He mumbled as he continued his 
work. Measuring every part of the dragon. "Hmm, I'm guessing the 
saddle has to be water-resistant, seeing as this is a tidal class." 
Heather listened in on the conversation as Astrid responded. "Yea, we 
don't want rust on it." She said as she looked at the smith 



working . 


"Alright, I think I'll have it ready tomorrow or the day afterwards." 
Gobber said calmly. "That is, if nothing comes between it." He 
scribbled the information down on a paper, laying it down on a table. 
"Thanks Gobber." Astrid said as she motioned for Heather to follow 
her out of the shop. They heard a faint. "No problem." From inside 
but they were already busy. "So what do you want to do now?" Astrid 
asked as she and Heather walked through the streets. "We haven't 
eaten yet . " 

Heather heard her stomach grumble at the mentioning of food. "Good 
one." She said she began a jog to the Mead Hall. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid had brought her book with her again, and she and Heather 
were slowly flipping through the pages. They had already looked at 
hidden blades and Heather had explained what she had seen from them. 
What really caught her attention was the picture of the assassin in 
the book.<p> 

"The first one looked like that!" She said as she pointed to the 
picture. "He wore grey robes and a hood." Astrid listened carefully 
to her, when she combined this information with the information from 
her book she this man had to be a master. 

"And the other one?" Astrid asked. "What did he look like?" Heather 
looked at the picture as she took a bit of her chicken. "Well." She 
began, before swallowing her food, making it easier to talk. "He wore 
dark, leather armour. And looked nothing like this guy." She said as 
she tapped her finger on the book. "But he had the robe and the 
blades so I'm sure he's an assassin too." 

"What did the blades look like?" Astrid asked, not sure if this was 
also a master or just maybe a totally different breed of assassins. 
"Anything special there?" Heather swallowed another part of her 
chicken. "They were black, as in, totally dark and stuff." She 
explained. "And one of them could become a hook or something since he 
used it to climb buildings." 

A thought circled in Astrids mind, maybe he was a different breed, he 
sounded totally different from the regular assassin, so maybe he 
wasn't the dangerous and lethal 'Master Assassin'. But her thoughts 
were broken by Heather. "They were equal though." She said. "Backed 
each other up and gave each other orders, no leader or 
follower . " 

Astrid cursed to herself, this could prove to become a 
problem . 

**AN: ** 
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you have already votes, I'm sorry, but you'll have to again. 
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**Take Care!** 
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4. Chapter 4, Home, for the moment 

The wind blew against his face, locks of his hair being thrown 
backwards, waving freely in the wind. His eyes were squinted, the 
fast winds causing small tears to form at the sides of them. His 
brother had no trouble with the strong winds, his helmet limited most 
of it from reaching his face. The little bits that did come through 
the slits for his eyes would only keep him awake more. 

They flew at full speed. The wings of their dragons moving in strong, 
long flaps, giving them as much speed as possible. Below them was the 
vast and deadly sea, wide and blue. The waves moved irregularly, 
rising and falling with the currents of the sea. In front of them was 
the sun, slowly making its way towards the horizon. 

"So what's our plan when we reach Berk?" Ragnar yelled over the 
strong winds. Hiccup only barely hearing it. "Our packs will slow us 
down in battle." Hiccup thought about it for a second, edging 
Toothless closer to Bolt. 

"I know of a pretty secluded cove on the island." He yelled back to 
him. "We'll land there and drop the bags before attacking." It was 
the same cove he used to hide a dragon for half a year. 

They flew in silence, the only sound being the wind whistling through 
their saddles and the wings of their dragons. On the horizon they 
could see small black spots, the ships of the attackers. They had 
finally caught up, now they just had to make sure that they would 
arrive at Berk before them. 

"Do we go around them?" Hiccup asked. "They might spot us against the 
evening sky." It was true, their dragons were perfectly hidden in the 
night or dawn. But during the day their black bodies could easily be 
spotted against the blue or clouded sky. And since the skies were 
relatively clear, thicker clouds before them, on the other side of 
the ship. 

"I say we go straight through." Ragnar said, liking the direct 
approach. "We go up high, swoop down and zoom through." Hiccup looked 
at him quest ioningly, not surely believing the idea to be the best. 
"They might even rethink their attack and leave Berk be." Ragnar 
added, convincing Hiccup that it was indeed a good plan. He shifted 
his foot in the stirrup, making Toothless climb into the sky. Ragnar 
quickly following with Bolt. 

They dashed from cloud to cloud, keeping out of sight from the boats, 
until it was time to strike. Bolt folded his wings. Toothless 
following behind. They dive towards the earth, both their riders 
lying flat on their backs, Ragnar ' s robes waving in the wind. The air 
slowly formed a whistle between Bolt's folded wings, but it was not 
loud enough to overthrow the loud whistle that the Nightfury 
created . 



The men on the decks of the ship were immediately alerted by the loud 
whistle, and grabbed for the closes weapons they could find. But in 
the time they took to arm themselves the dragons were at the stern of 
the ships. In the time the man took to turn and investigate the 
origin of the sound, the moment had already passed. Having pulled out 
of their dive the two moved at extreme velocity, the dragons flying 
by in a matter of seconds, skimming across the oceans waves, water 
flying up thanks to the suction they created. 

Their leader stood on the helm the ship, carefully watching the two 
dots disappear into the distance, heading towards Berk. His loyal 
assistant slowly came up to him. "Sir, the men are reporting dragon 
activity." He said slowly, knowing his boss had a habit of having a 
bad temper. "Some are saying we should advance more slowly." 

Alvin looked at savage with the most disgust he could, striking fear 
into the smaller man. "We do not retreat!" He said before turning to 
the crew of the ships. "Those who fear has to come can leave!" He 
yelled as he pointed to the sea besides the boat. "If not, continue 
rowing!" He said, glad when he saw the oars move in circular motion 
again . 

"But Alvin, what if they were them?" Savage said in a whisper, not 
wanting to demoralize their men. "We could get some assistance, get 
rid of them once and for all." Savage proposed, he had only heard 
about the mysterious men. But has, just like many of their men, grown 
fearsome of their unknown reputation. 

"If they are them then we will get rid of them." Alvin said as he 
oversaw his fleet. It consisted of a couple of longboats filled with 
men, some warships filled with catapults and ammo, some small crafts 
with supplies, one or two men stationed on them, pulled by larger 
vessels. "Once and for all." 

He looked around him, the fog of the evening slowly crawling across 
the ocean, the sun lowering ever closer towards the horizon. "Row 
faster!" He yelled loudly. "We must arrive at dawn!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup and Ragnar had now lost most of their speed. Having a high 
velocity meant that drag would be worse, so the Dragons had to do 
more work to keep up the speed. They had kept it up for a bit, before 
slowing down to normal speed again. They would need their energy 
later after all.<p> 

They could now see Berk at the horizon, the sun edging over close to 
it. Ragnar guided Bolt to fly besides Hiccup. "You weren't lying when 
you said this place had a great view of the sunset." He joked as they 
approached the isle, the coast covered in thick fog. "Can't wait to 
spend the night here." 

"Don't count on it." Hiccup said as he inspected his old home, it 
sure had changed. They had a large tower which seemed to collect 
rainwater, and a distribution system around the town. He could see 
the forge and the great hall quite clear. "They'll probably won't 
like our presence." 


"Why?" Ragnar asked confused. He knew Vikings weren't that hospitable 



to strangers, and Hiccup wasn't planning on revealing himself, but 
they were kind to the people who helped them. They often had a 'The 
enemy of my enemy is my friend' kind of approach to things "Aren't we 
helping them?" 

"We are, but knowing my dad he'll most likely have us captured out of 
curiosity." Hiccup said they lowered their dragons towards the thick 
banks of fog that lingered above the sea. "We have a history of 
capturing the things we don't understand and locking them up." 

"You mean the dragons?" Ragnar asked as he followed Hiccup to the 
lower altitude, feeling the cold and wet mist hit his legs. 

"Yes, especially dragons." Hiccup said as he lowered further into the 
fog, now only his head visible above the white. "And pretty much 
everything else that threatening and unknown." 

"Sounds like lovely people." Ragnar said with a laugh, lowering 
himself so far into the fog that he was completely invisible. Bolt 
using Toothless' sent to navigate. "Tough and tasteless eh?" 

"Tell me about it." Hiccup said, as he also lowered down, 
occasionally peeking upwards to spot where they were. "Let's get to 
the cove." They neared the steep cliffs, using their speed to quickly 
fly up them and over the top, heading land inward. 

"There should be some dragon nip nearby." Hiccup told Ragnar as they 
flew across the woods. "We should get some." 

"Why?" Ragnar asked confused. "We need the dragons alert for a battle 
don't we?" 

"Big island with tames dragons." Hiccup answered simply. "I don't 
want anyone getting any ideas." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Life on Berk was calm, Astrid and Heather calmly sitting on a 
cliff, overlooking the fog covered ocean. A few birds flew around and 
a few dragons were also in the skies. In the last few weeks the two 
girls had grown close, their personalities matched very well. Heather 
had quite a strong personality, and Snotloud had already learned that 
he shouldn't hit on the 'new' girl.<p> 

"How far have you ever flown?" Heather asked as she was calmly 
pulling pieces of grass out of the ground. "From home, you 
know . " 

Astrid looked at her friend, deep in though. "I don't know." She 
answered. "Maybe two, three week's flight. Why?" 

"Just wondering." Heather said. Shimmer walking over to her for a 
pet. "If you managed to get so far with a dragon, then how did those 
assassins move from island to island so quickly?" 

"I don't know." Astrid replied as she used a stone to sharpen her 
axe. "But I intend to find out." She stared across the fog covered 
seas. Heather playing with her dragon on the background. The saddle 
had been made by Gobber and she was flying with Shimmer as much as 
she could. Astrid had grounded her to give her and the dragon a bit 



of rest. 


Although they had been too busy to notice the two dark dragons 
shooting up the cliff side to the far end of the island they did 
notice the shadows that appeared at the edge of the sea at dawn. 
"What's that?" Heather asked as she saw the outlines against the 
darkening horizon. Astrid followed her friends gaze and quickly 
realised what it was. As did other villagers. It didn't take long 
before a loud cry was heard. 

"Fleet!" Someone cried out. Making everyone stop dead in their 
tracks. Merchants left their wares and those who didn't have weapons 
headed towards the armoury. The other ones gathered together in 
groups while others headed towards the chief. 

Stoick was ready as ever, barking out orders for the forming of 
defensive lines. Thanks to Berks high cliffs and deadly waters, the 
only ways that the enemy could come ashore was through the harbour. 
Which meant that they could form a formidable defence. 

Stoick was now standing on the same cliff where the girls had been, 
joined by Gobber, Spiteloud and the riders. The ships had stopped, 
and torched were lit on the decks, large catapults could be seen on 
the ships and the amounts of munition was staggering. 

"They've got enough ammo to assault Berk for days." Gobber said as he 
stood next to Stoick, watching the impressive armada. "Our catapults 
aren't accurate at that range." Stoick rubbed his temples, they had 
faced many raids through the years. But this looked like it could be 
the worst one so far. 

"They're moving!" Spiteloud said as the two were discussing their 
odds, directly gaining their attention. From the armada a vessel 
came. A bigger longboat than the usual, filled to the brim with 
warriors. "A ships coming out!" Spiteloud added as the group observed 
what happened. 

Stoick noticed that the ship was indeed going towards the harbour. 
"Let's greet our guests." He said with a bitter and hateful tone. 
Fearing what was to come. "Let's go." Gobber and Spiteloud followed 
closely, the gang of dragon riders following closely behind. 

The walk towards the harbour was a short one, and they arrived just 
before the ship did. As it slowly sailed into the harbour they tossed 
ropes with hooks across the pier, pulling themselves closer to the 
docks. No plank was laid down as the soldiers poured out of the boat 
and onto the wooden dock. 

They were well trained, they formed their ranks immediately and were 
heavily armoured and armed. The first row of soldiers were armed with 
halberds, all equally shiny and deadly. The second row carried 
swords, safely sheathed at their hips, their hand resting on the 
hilt. The men fitted perfectly on the docks, leaving no space to the 
side. Directly across them stood Stoick, Gobber and Spiteloud 
standing at his sides, the riders behind them. Their dragons watching 
from the cliffs above. 

"What is your business here?" Stoick asked with a hint of hostility. 
The men stood still and didn't move. They didn't even look at Stoick. 
"Who is your leader?" Stoick asked, his hand resting on the hilt of 



his sword. 


"Well Stoick, " A voice came from behind the group. The soldiers 
parted their ranks down the middle, making a way for Alvin and Savage 
to walk to the front. "That's not a way to welcome old friend." Alvin 
said calmly as he presented himself. 

"I thought it was clear that you weren't welcome here." Stoick said 
sternly. His grip on his hilt now tightening. But before he could do 
anything Alvin spoke. 

"I wouldn't attack me Stoick." Alvin said calmly as he noticed 
Stoick' s anger. "I got a whole fleet of town destroying weaponry, it 
would be a shame to see them used against Berk." 

Stoick 's anger only grew at this statement, but his hand slipped from 
his hilt, now balled at this side. "What do you want?" Stoick said 
through gritted teeth. 

"Well, I haven't been here a while." Alvin acted like he was thinking 
heavily, but he had clearly planned this. "How about a tour of the 
island, by Berks own dragon riders." 

"Fine." Stoick said as he turned to the riders. "No funny business, 
alright? He's up to something." 

"Yes, Sir." The group said in unison. Stoick turned around to see 
Alvin wearing a huge grin on his face. "Welcome to Berk Alvin." 

Stoick said calmly. 

The group walked up the ramps, Berks defenders looking closely at the 
armed soldiers who marched after Alvin. Stoick came up the hill after 
them. "Everyone go back to work!" He yelled. "Our 'guests' here are 
just getting a tour." 

Disagreement was heard from the crowd, but they didn't go against the 
word of their chief. The riders casually walked in front of the 
group, Alvin walking closely behind the young adults and his men 
following closely. 

They first headed towards the stables, walking through the big, 
sturdy wooden doors that could block men and dragons alike. They 
walked down the shallow steps that lead into the stables, dragons 
looking warily at the new and hostile looking humans. 

"These are the stables." Astrid began. "It's where most of the 
dragons sleep and rest, and also seek shelter from the weather." The 
gang continued to tell their dragons to stay at the stables. They 
couldn't risk the dragons coming after them and attacking their 
'guests' accidently. 

They demonstrated the storm barriers, and explained that they were 
either for dangerous winds and extreme weather, or for grounding all 
the dragons on the island. Alvin commented on the barriers, saying 
that the 'beasts weren't contained enough' but the riders shrugged it 
off instead of beginning an argument. When they were back outside it 
was dark out, and torches were lit. Illuminating the area around 
them . 

They walked through town, explaining certain highlights like the 



reinforced water tower and the fire prevention system. They also 
showed the dragon roosts and their improved Smithy. Astrid had a 
pretty good idea of what was going on, she had her suspicion when she 
noticed that the outcast leader wasn't sailing under the outcast 
crest. They were working for someone else. They were here to check if 
Berk was useful to them, if not, she feared it might earn the same 
fate as the village of the MaceFace clan. 

They walked across the bridge towards the Dragon academy, the old 
arena had been completely refitted for its new purpose, and Astrid 
did her best in showing that. The group was toured around the 
tribunes and around the main arena, where the training was give. They 
showed the obstacle course and their pens, where they kept wild and 
dangerous untamed dragons. Currently housing a grumpy Nightmare. 

"So you do have some common sense." Alvin muttered as they explained 
how they would lock dragons away for certain periods of time if they 
misbehaved. Again the group of riders decided to let it slip before 
getting into a heated discussion. 

They walked back towards the town, across the bridge that connected 
the arena with the main island. Alvin was whispering something to one 
of his men, while the gang walked behind the group. 

"Do you think he's satisfied?" Tuffnut asked Heather as they walked 
back across the bridge. 

"I hope so." Heather said calmly. "I wouldn't like to lose another 
home so quickly." 

They stood at the middle of the bridge, looking out onto the great 
ocean where the torch-lit armada waited for orders. They looked 
calmly, the fate of their village lying in the hands of Alvin the 
Treacherous, something that didn't bode well. 

The silence of the Night was pierced by a soft whistle, that grew 
louder and louder. The group looked around for the source of the 
sound, finding that it came from the fleet. Everyone looked at with 
horror to the next scene, a blue fireball hit the ship, appearing out 
of nowhere. The largest warship was hit, being struck straight into 
the storage of hay balls that they would use for the catapults. It 
caught fire extremely quickly, and the entire ship was soon burning. 
Burning men jumped overboard to douse the flames that licked their 
flesh. The other ships tried to ready themselves for the next strike, 
grabbing swords and axes. But the recognizable attack of the 
Nightfury didn't come. Instead, out of the dark, lighting struck, 
jumping from each piece of metal to the next one, connecting swords, 
spears, shields and helmets in a split second. It electrified 
everyone that touched or wore any piece of metal. 

"Oh my gods." Snotloud muttered, also watching with horror as charred 
and burning men jumped into the water to cool their flesh, only to 
scream in pain as the salt hit their wounds. Alvin's men watched in 
horror as they saw their armada go up in flames, one of their ships 
making its way out between the burning and empty wrecks. The men 
tried to row as fast as they could, hoping to flee from the onslaught 
that was happening, but the collapse of the burning mast stopped 
their retreat, breaking their boat in two. 


Alvin and his men were frozen, all leaning onto the railing of the 



bridge, watching as the armada was destroyed in two simple attacks. 
The screaming men couldn't be heard from where they stood, only the 
glowing of the burning boats could silently be heard. But everyone 
was snapped out of their trance when they heard screams from very 
close by. To the most right of the line they had unintentionally 
formed two men had disappeared, the last thing they saw was their 
feet disappearing over the railing. But there were no screams. 

"Stay back from the railing!" Alvin yelled, making everyone, 
including the riders, take a step back, standing in the middle of the 
bridge . 

"How could they fall?" Savage asked as he inspected the place where 
the men stood, observing it as best as he could. 

"They didn't." Alvin said as he stretched his arm out and moved his 
finger across the railing. Finding a thick red liquid on his finger. 
"Everyone to main ground, NOW!" He yelled and the men rushed from the 
bridge. The riders slowly followed, not daring to come near the edge 
of the bridge. 

On the land, the remaining men formed a defensive circle around Alvin 
and Savage, the halberd pointed outwards. The riders stood on the 
last piece of the bridge, their torches high in the air. Wondering 
what was going on. 

Their question was answered when they saw a men arise from the 
shadows, clothed in thick leather armour. His face was covered by a 
hood, making him impossible to identify. His armour was light and 
manoeuvrable, the modified logo of his creed visible on his chest. 

The light of the torches reflected of his metal leg. And in the 
shimmer they could swear they saw blood drip from his hands. 

Alvin's soldiers, having found their enemy, began to spread out, 
slowly approaching the enemy. The assassin must have noticed, for he 
dropped his satchel from his back and charged at the enemy. 

Two of Alvin's men charged at him, both carrying halberds. The 
assassin jumped and landed his feet at the shoulders of the first 
men, which caused the second one to have to duck for the now falling 
halberd, he finished his first strike with a roll. As he stood up 
another soldier attacked him, grabbing his halberd with one hand the 
assassin stabbed him in the chest with one of his hidden blades, 
before rolling over the back of the now lifeless body. He stabbed the 
next man too, grabbing his halberd and embedding it in the next 
soldier after dodging his attack. 

Astrid watched with awe and horror as the men dodged a sword from one 
of the soldiers, grabbing his hand with the sword and deflecting a 
halberd with it before stabbing the carrier of the sword in the back 
with his own weapon. The weapon coated red as it left his chest. The 
way he ducked underneath a sideward slash of a halberd was 
astonishing, immediately after using the lowered defences of the 
soldier to his advantage by snapping the man's neck, something that 
wasn't a pleasant sight. What truly surprised her was the mobility of 
the man, especially since he only had one foot. 

But a soldier came from behind and grabbed him, making him a prime 
target for another one of Alvin's men to attack him with a halberd. 

He shook free at the last moment, making the halberd embed into the 



shoulder of the soldier that grabbed him. He head budded the attacker 
hard enough to knock him out cold. He blocked the next soldier's 
sword and gave him a strong uppercut, knocking him back. He then 
proceeded to kill another men with his own sword before stepping away 
from the scene. 

The few men that remained regrouped and looked at the assassin with 
horror. Astrid had seen some weak points in his attack and was 
waiting for his next one, slowly raising her axe, but stopping once 
she found Heather looking at her and shaking her head. She shouldn't, 
not now at least, not while he was saving their village. 

In the time she had looked away the man had extended his hidden 
blades and had continued to kill the remaining soldiers. Hiccup was 
content with the way the battle was flowing and had took his enemies 
in extreme consideration. The only thing he didn't count for was to 
see her standing at the side-lines. 

She was holding a torch, the burning embers reflected in those 
beautiful blue eyes. He looked at her and time itself stopped. He 
could observe her fully, the way her golden hair was in a braid that 
laid in her neck, hiding the thick fur hood that she now carried. The 
worn battle-axe that he had always fixed for her, and how she had a 
new, but familiar, spiked skirt to match her clothes. 

He looked at her like he wished he could look at her every day, all 
the days that he had left. He hadn't remembered much about what 
happened before washing up on that beach, but he did remember kissing 
a Valkyrie. 

In the absence of his mind he hadn't noticed Alvin attacking him, so 
he had to block at the last second. The steel clashed together, right 
at the joint of his hidden blade. The blade shattered, leaving only 
the bottom part of the retractable blade intact, as the rest fell to 
the ground. The forced of the attack shook through his arm, a shock 
going through his muscles. He fell, before quickly rolling back and 
standing up to face his attacker. 

He checked his blade for the last time, finding that half of it was 
indeed missing, only the base of the blade sliding out of the holder 
which was fixed in his armour. He grabbed the hilt that he had 
strapped to his leg, and extended inferno, not lighting the blade 
yet. Alvin and Hiccup circled each other. 

Alvin was the first to attack, swinging his sword downwards at the 
assassin. Hiccup dodged and stepped to Alvin's side, using his sword 
to slash at him. Aggravated, Alvin attacked again, this time in a 
sideward swipe that would have to be blocked. The assassin did, and 
when their steel collided sparks flew around. It took a split second 
for Inferno to catch fire, the entire blade now covered by 
flames . 

It didn't last long afterwards. Hiccup dodged two more desperate 
attacks from Alvin before finishing the fight with his remaining 
hidden blade. Alvin staggered backwards after the final blow to his 
chest, his hand clutching the now bleeding wound in his chest. He 
fell on his back, looking up at his attacker. 


"You think you're saving people don't you." He said with disgust 
dripping from his words. "Dragons and humans, living together?" He 



chuckled painfully at the thought. "They are beasts, they are meant 
to follow or to fight." 

"Just like your men?" Hiccup asked as he stared down at the fallen 
leader. "Just like the villages you overthrow?" He kneeled next to 
Alvin, seeing no fear in his eyes. "We both believe men and dragon 
are equal, our ideas just differ." 

Alvin would have argued, but he didn't have the energy for it. He 
felt tired, broken and painful. He felt a fluid in his throat, the 
stab going through his lung. He coughed up the last bit of blood, and 
his head fell to his side. 

Hiccup looked at his fallen foe, once a great and fearsome leader, 
now a lifeless body. He closed his eyes, giving him his rites. "May 
the Valkyries welcome you." He whispered to the late outcast leader, 
before standing up and retrieving his bag. 

He was a bit exhausted after the fight, especially since it was so 
close after a long flight. But the chaos that the attack had 
delivered, although short, had gained the attention of many of the 
townsfolk. Berkians soon came running towards the massacre, 
effectively surrounding Hiccup. 

Stoick made his way through the armed ranks, he was content. His 
village was saved and they had one of the assassins pinned between 
the sea and their forces. Now he just hoped that he was smart enough 
to not jump into the ice cold water. 

"Assassin!" Stoick called him out, silence came across the area, all 
the villagers waiting with tension. The assassin turned to Stoick, 
and what was below his hood was finally visible thanks to the 
torchlight. He wore a helmet, a demonic looking one. Black and brown 
just like his armour. If anyone asked Stoick would say that he looked 
like a demon. Stoick stood tall and strong, his sword in his hand. 
"Give up!" He said sternly. "Surrender and no harm will come to 
you . " 

Hiccup spared his father a glance, he truly missed him, but it was no 
time for that. The last words he had heard from his father was that 
he wasn't his son, effectively banishing him from Berk. He stepped 
back, slowly approaching the cliff. 

"Don't!" Fishlegs yelled, causing the assassin to look at him. "The 
water is freezing, you won't survive." 

The gang had walked off the bridge and were now also approaching the 
assassin, but more carefully than Stoick. It was like approaching an 
injured dragon, if they moved too fast or too threatening he might 
hurt himself or attack. Heather was at the front of the group, trying 
to get on friendlier terms with the masked man. 

"Thank you." She said calmly and sincerely. "You saved my people a 
few weeks back." The assassin looked at her trough the slits in his 
mask. He remembered her, she was a girl from the MaceFace clan. 
"Without you all our people would have been killed." She continued. 
"Please, we are not going to hurt you." 


They all saw how the assassin chuckled a bit, the sound deformed by 
his helmet was somewhere between human and demonic. He took another 



step back, now standing on the very edge of the cliff. 


"Don't." Heather said pleadingly. Hiccup looked around the group. 
Their faces differed greatly. Some looked filled with worry, some 
looked thankful. Stoick was a mix of anger and worry. Probably scared 
of his new 'asset' falling into the cold Nordic seas. 

Astrid was tense, she couldn't see the man's expression but she knew 
what he was planning. If he jumped he'd die, it was that simple. If 
he managed to evade the sharp rocks on the bottom of the cliff he 
would certainly drown in the cold water in a couple of minutes. She 
saw the shift in his balance, his body now slowly starting to fall 
backwards, she pushed Heather, who was standing before her aside, 
rushing towards the man. 

But it was too late, the men was out of her reach, he had pushed 
himself backwards of the cliff, making the space between the two too 
large for her to grab him. She watched as she saw the body fell 
downwards, towards the fog covered sea. She was screaming in her 
mind, panicking about the man that could possibly hold information 
about the lost heir. But what happened next surprised her. 

Mid-air, the man turned, his back now turned to the Berkians. He had 
his hand now next to his body, where before he had them wide open to 
slow him down. He stretched them out, a red fabric between his arms 
and body catching wind and slowing him down, before he continued to 
glide out towards the sea like a dragon. He disappeared in the fog, 
but the skies had cleared, and the full moon illuminated a large 
black shadow catching him. It quickly disappeared into the darkness 
of the Night. 

Stoick had seen it happen, so had Gobber and the rest of the gang. He 
stared at the sea, hoping to see him come back or wash up on the 
rocky beaches between the boulders at the feet of the cliff, but it 
didn't happen. It was at this point that Astrid remembered something 
important . 

During the fight, the man had looked at her, gazed actually, making 
him fail his block. The shattered blade had spent a lot of time near 
the arm of the assassin, and would probably have his sent on it. She 
walked through the crowd, using a torch to search for a shining piece 
of metal. 

>She found it quickly enough, but what surprised her was that the 
metal wasn't all that shiny. Small parts of it shimmered in the glow 
of her torch, but besides the blood there wasn't much that reflected 
the light. <p> 

She picked it up carefully, feeling how expertly sharpened the edges 
of the metal were. Gobber, having noticed her little endeavour was 
now standing beside her. 

"May I?" He asked, carefully receiving the blade from Astrid. He 
inspected it, noticing that it wasn't a normal metal, but an alloy of 
some kind. "Looks like it's folded." He muttered as he inspected the 
blade. The blade wasn't black as they had originally heard, it was 
actually grey, but with little pieces of black in it, enough to make 
the entire blade look black. "It's Gronkle iron." He gasped, and 
these look like scales. Someone had poured a large sheet of Gronkle 
iron, then mixed it with small pieces of broken scales, before 
folding it over and over again, making it look like black Damascus 



steel. "Whoever did this is an excellent smith." Gobber continued as 
he inspected the craftsmanship more. "I haven't seen this kind of 
work around in ages." 

Stoick interrupted the conversation. "Is that the assassin's?" He 
asked, earning a nod from Astrid. Stoick squinted his eyes at it, 
observing the blade. "Get some rest." He said sternly to the riders. 
"Tomorrow you track him with Skullcrusher . " The riders nodded and 
left, heading towards their houses. Rumblehorns had excellent noses, 
and nothing could hide from them. You might be able to hide yourself, 
but you can't hide your smell. 

The riders headed home, hoping to catch enough sleep from this broken 
night to be able to rise early in the morning to find the assassin. 
Everyone had their reasons for wanting to find the assassin. Heather 
wanted to thank the two for saving them, this time sincerely without 
everyone threatening him. Astrid wanted answers, these men had 
travelled the world, and it seemed like they had dragons at their 
side. Besides the inhabitants of Berk she knew only of one person who 
could teach people to ride and tame dragons, and the fact that a 
Nightfury attacked the boats motivated her even more. 

The twins wanted to be taught by the assassins, especially now that 
they had seen how good one was at hiding, it would make running from 
an angry chief after a day of yak-tipping a lot easier. Fishlegs 
wanted to learn from the foreigners, habits, food, flora and fauna, 
he wanted to know it all. His hunger for knowledge not ending and the 
prospect of an entire new land filled with things he didn't know was 
amazing to him. 

And then there was Snotloud, well, he wasn't motivated to find the 
assassins so much, more motivated to fight them. He saw the look in 
Heathers eyes when she talked about him, the same one that Astrid had 
when she talked about Hiccup after his disappearance, and he hated 
it. The new rider was supposed to be her girl, or at least, that's 
what he thought. So he would show this Heather that he was better 
than this foreign stranger. He would show her how strong and proud he 
was, yes, that would do fine. 

**AN: ** 

**So there it is, the promised fight, not too big, not too small, 
just perfect.** 

**For a visual with the fighting scene, watch the trailer for 
Assassins Creed Revelations, besides having epic music it's also what 
the fight scene is based upon.** 

**Anyway, let me first apologise for the fact that this chapter took 
one and a half week to make, I'm currently really busy with school, 
work and other things, so the next chapter will probably not be next 
weekend but the one after that. Sorry in advance.** 

**Don't forget to vote for the next story on the poll on my page. I'd 
really like to see some more opinions about it.** 

**Any questions? Ask them in the reviews or PM me. I'll reply by 
PMing you, so if you got that turned off, tough luck. I guess I'll 
try to answer them in either the next chapter or the next 
AN. ** 



**Anyone here who is good at German? For two of the planned stories I 
am hoping to add small parts of German, the plane crash one and the 
schoolkids with tanks one. The more I think about the schoolkids with 
tanks the more awesome and crazy it sounds.** 

**Anyway. I'm rambling here just so that I can make it to 6000 words 
at this chapter, so yea.** 

**I hope that you enjoyed the chapter and be sure to give feedback if 
you feel like it. I also take suggestions and other stuff, if I can 
find a way to add them into the story, I will. If I can't, I won't. 
It's that simple.** 

**Take care!** 

* * R4 y * * 


5. Chapter 5, Chasing legends 

The stick pierced the sand with expert precision, creating smooth 
lines in it. After all. Hiccup was still and expert in drawing, even 
if he saw his subject for just a moment. Ragnar was leaning against 
the boulder he sat on. Observing his war axe, it looked similar to 
the head of his halberd. Just without the spearhead on top, and the 
fact that it wasn't secured to a long pole, but instead to a smaller 
handle . 

"It was close." Ragnar said calmly, thinking back at what Hiccup had 
told him about the battle. Especially the part about his shattered 
blade. "Too close for comfort." 

"I should have seen it coming." Hiccup said softly. "I got 
distracted, I'm sorry." 

Ragnar turned to his brother. "Don't be." Ragnar said sternly. "It 
would have happened to anyone." He wanted to get his friend to calm 
down, after yesterday's battle he had been exhausted, physically and 
mentally. Seeing his childhood 'friends' again had taken a toll on 
the young assassin, but Ragnar and Hiccup both knew that they 
couldn't stay in one place for too long. 

Ragnar listened as he heard the stick pierce the sand again, dragging 
through the small grains. He closed his eyes, he knew drawing calmed 
Hiccup down, it was his way to think in silence. Ragnar was the type 
that meditated or fought to calm down, two entirely different things. 
Meditation calmed his mind and body, while fighting actually 
activated them. Both allowed him easier thinking. 

Hiccup would also mediate, often together with Ragnar. It would 
however often be at the strangest places. The tops of towers, 
mountains, or other high objects. The cold wind would remind the two 
of their homeland, the strong gusts trying to throw their balance 
off. They both found it beautiful, the calmness being in the sky, for 
once not on dragonback. 

But every time Hiccup needed to think and he couldn't find a good 
place to meditate he would draw. He would draw all sorts of things, 
from the dragons to equipment, from buildings to people. What always 



amazed Ragnar was how amazing Hiccup's memory was when it came to 
drawing. He would only have to see a scene once, and not even for a 
long period of time. Just a quick glance would often be enough for 
entire drawings of the location. 

It wasn't any different now, the lines in the sand, a very crude tool 
for drawing, formed up together to form a perfect picture. And even 
though he had only seen his inspiration for a split second, the 
tiniest fragment of time before he had to divert his attention, the 
drawing was perfect. He had never seen the girl, but he didn't doubt 
the accuracy of the drawing. The way the lines formed the hair, a 
thick braid that lead through her neck. One line that formed a band 
through her hair. Everything seemed so natural, all pictured by lines 
in rugged, weathered sand. 

"We should get to a village." Ragnar said calmly as he observed 
Hiccup finishing the drawing. "You need to fix your blade, and I 
could do with a warm meal." It was true, their meals consisted mostly 
of dried meat and fish. Capable of being eaten for a long time, not 
rotting or spoiling. 

Hiccup stood up with a sigh, sticking the stick into the sand next to 
the drawing. He looked at it for a last time, content with his work. 
Most people would just see the lines in the sand that resembled her 
face. But he could see her in it. Her golden hair that matched the 
sand, her paler Nordic skin. Still rather toned thanks to the sunnier 
days that they had. It was absolutely beautiful to him. 

"Yea we should go." Hiccup said calmly as he turned to Ragnar. Who 
had already started packing his equipment. They had spent the night 
at the small beach, eating the dried food and sleeping under the 
stars. It had been too late to arrive at a village undetected, if 
they were to arrive at such a time, a time where no ships were to 
arrive at port, they would certainly be noticed quickly. 

Hiccup walked over to his bags, quickly finding the one with the 
reserve weapons. The extra set of blades was in there, but he would 
need some tools to replace it. Tools that only proper blacksmiths 
had. "So where are we going?" Hiccup asked calmly as he grabbed the 
spare blades, wrapped in leather, and put it in the satchel that he 
kept on his back. "We could go to Stilby." 

"Stilby sounds good." Ragnar commented as he continued to pack his 
materials, carefully putting everything in the back before looking 
for his dragon. 

Hiccup also finished packing his materials, and now just needed to 
find Toothless to strap the bags to his saddle. Something that could 
prove to become a problem. The dragon didn't minded the bags on his 
side, but that didn't mean that he would make it easy for his rider 
to attach them. It would usually end up in a game of chase, which the 
dragon would usually win, just like their play fights. 

It wasn't something that he dislikes either. Hiccup loved the little 
contests with his dragon, and he wasn't the only one. Ragnar was now 
pulling with all his might on the end of a branch, the other end 
secured in the mouth of Blitz, the Skrill pulling on his end. 


Hiccup chuckled at the sight, happy to have found someone who 
believed in his vision of dragons. It had been difficult at first. 



Ragnar had found Hiccup washed up on a beach one day, his clothes and 
leg scorched. The rest, was history. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Berk was chaos, as the first few rays of the sun had hit the 
island most of the inhabitants had risen from their bed, still 
exhausted after the broken night. The remainders of the sunken fleet 
still lay on their coast, the smell of burned flesh lightly in the 
air, being overthrown by the smell of the sea. Several groups had 
been tasked with picking up the dead bodies from their cliff-filled 
coasts. All of them being put on the longboat that Alvin's men had 
come with, which would now function us their final vessel towards the 
afterlife . <p> 

Stoick had been up early, the chief wanting to personally oversee the 
ship burning on the horizon, closing what could have been the worst 
raid in the history of Berk, but what became the strangest one. He 
stood on the platform of their main defence, the large trebuchet that 
overlooked the entire village. He saw how the bodies piled up on the 
ship on the coast, they had already sailed it out of the harbour to 
avoid the smell of the water-logged bodies. 

He closed his eyes for a moment, just listening to the quiet breeze 
of the wind through the sturdy, weathered wooden beams that supported 
the trebuchet. The breeze was interrupted by the heavy sound of a 
boot on the wooden supports, followed by a soft 'thud' of a wooden 
leg hitting it too. 

Stoick turned to the the path that lead upwards to the catapult, 
spotting his friend climbing up the supports. "Ready to go?" He asked 
as the smith walked the last parts of the route towards the 
chief . 

"Aye Stoick." Gobber confirmed as he sat down on the base of the 
trebuchet. "Kids are saddling up as we speak." 

"Good." Stoick muttered as he watched as the last bodies were dropped 
on the ship. "I one alive remember?" 

"Oh sure, one alive assassin, coming right up." Gobber said 
sarcast ically . "Are you picky about which one?" 

Stoick looked at his friend. "This is serious Gobber." He said with a 
stern expression. "These men are excellent warriors, imagine the 
possibilities. " 

"That's the point Stoick." Gobber said with distress. "They are 
excellent warriors, are you sure you want to go after them?" 

"We got dragons Gobber." Stoick said with a hearty laugh. "It's going 
to be two assassins against six dragons with riders, the best that 
Berk has to offer." 

"I hope you're right Stoick." Gobber said as he headed back towards 
the steps. "I hope you're right." 

Meanwhile on the other side of the village Astrid swung her saddle 
across Stormfly's back. "Ready girl?" She asked her dragon, earning a 
happy croon from the beast. "Good, we're going to catch ourselves 



some assassins." 

"Hey Astrid!" Someone yelled from behind her, Astrid turned around 
while strapping her axe on her back. Spotting a raven-haired girl 
sitting on the back of a Seashocker. Shimmer walked over towards 
Stormfly and Heather slipped off her back. "Getting ready for the 
hunt I see . " 

Astrid looked at the folded net that hung from the side of Stormfly. 
It was meant for rogue dragons, but it would probably work for people 
too. "Yea, you can never be too prepared." 

"Indeed, we still don't really know what we're up against." Fishlegs 
said as he walked over to the two girl with Meatlug, Snotlout also 
approaching the stables. "Who knows where they went." 

It didn't take long for the twins to arrive on their Zippleback, and 
now they only had to go and get Gobber with Skullcrusher . The chief 
would stay back on Berk to oversee the funeral of the fallen foes and 
to regulate the normal village life. So Gobber would go with his 
dragon to sniff out the assassins. 

They found them at the Smithy, Gobber already holding the broken 
blade before the dragon, who was calmly sniffing it to get a proper 
smell through. Rumblehorn had amazing noses, and Skullcrushed had 
been used to search for lost cattle, people and even ships. The 
dragon didn't mind, as long as it could leisurely fly, following the 
scent, it was content with the work, and since its owner was often 
busy he didn't mind the extra attention and belly rubs that he got 
when he did a good job. 

As they approached the forge they noticed that Skullcrusher was 
starting to track, now sniffing around him in the air with his large 
nose, before quickly turning to the chief's home and walking in that 
direction, slowly climbing the stars. "Oh no, you overgrown sausage." 
Gobber called out as he ran after him, stopping the dragon as it 
climbed the stairs. "Stoick won't be coming with us." 

Gobber led the dragon back down, before walking towards the last 
place they saw the assassin, the cliff of which he jumped. The 
Rumblehorn sniffed around again, smelling the faint scent that was 
also present on the metal they presented before him. Skullcrusher 
unfolded his wings, giving Gobber the queue that he needed to mount 
the dragon. Signalling the other riders to follow. The large dragon 
leaped of the cliff, using his large wings to guide him through the 
air, following the scent of his target. 

The flight was uneventful, the dragon led them towards the cove where 
Hiccup had hid his dragon. There were some marks in the ground, some 
dragons and some humans, but since it was a place that was often 
visited by some of the Berkian population it wasn't a true lead. 

There were still the occasional Nightfury scales scattered around. 
Nobody wanted to remove or collect those, they had been a part of the 
cove for the last few years. Only a few scales had been moved, a 
handful for studying, and three for vanity usage, they had been made 
into necklaces, carried by Gobber, Astrid and Stoick. Each of them 
keeping it safely hidden underneath their clothes. 

They took to the skies again, the Rumblehorn still in the 
lead . 



"Looks like they had a stop here." Gobber yelled back towards the 
group that followed him. "Must have stored their excess gear for the 
fights . " 

"Do you think it's safe to assume they have dragons?" Fishlegs yelled 
back as his Gronkle did his best to keep up with the group. "With the 
attack on the ships and all." 

"We can assume it, but we don't have any hard proof." Astrid argued 
as her Nadder casually flew between the members of the group. "We 
shouldn't jump to conclusions . " 

They flew further, discussing how the assassins would have gotten 
their hands on dragons if they were foreigners. The Rumblehorn was 
slowly descending towards the ground, approaching a small island that 
lay a short flight from a nearby settlement. The group followed and 
started to hover above the calm beach. They landed their dragons and 
the shore, where the sand slowly turned into grassy hills. 

"So, this is where they've been." Gobber said as he slid out of 
Skullcrusher ' s saddle. "Look for clues." 

The gang immediately started to, it wasn't that difficult. The beach 
was littered with tracks, quite fresh ones. They consisted of two 
different types of dragon tracks and two sets of footprints, well, 
one and a half. 

The dragons, according to Fishlegs, matched the visual idea they had. 
One Nightfury, four sleek, short clawed, paws, and one Skrill, two 
sturdy back paws and the claws on the wings. What directly matched 
them to their assassin was the footprints, one set of regular boots 
and another one consisting of one sturdy boot and a small square 
print, the mark of the prosthetic leg. 

"Look like we're closing in." Astrid said as she and Gobber inspected 
the prosthetic's print. "What do you think?" 

Gobber, the expert on prosthetics and amputees, was carefully 
examining the hole. "Well, it sure is a clever contraption." He said 
as he traced the outline of the print with his finger. "It takes a 
bit of the weight away, balancing his body more." He compared the 
thickness of the sand with some of the untouched grains. "Definitely 
a spring loaded contraption, but there's something clever about it." 
He took a step back, his peg-leg digging into the sand. Astrid 
watched his struggle as he tried to find sturdy ground. "This is what 
I mean." Gobber said as he found a rock to rest his leg on. "He's not 
having this problem." 

"Erm, guys." Tuffnut interrupted them, standing on a lone boulder on 
the beach. "This is weird." 

"Super weird." Ruffnut added as she looked besides the boulder. The 
gang approached the two teens. It was rare to see them this silent, 
so there had to be something peculiar. As Gobber approached the 
boulder he was immediately gobsmacked. And so was Astrid when she 
came to see the discovery. 


In the sand, drawn with a stick that was safely placed into the sand 
besides the drawing was a perfect picture of her, Astrid Hofferson. 



The drawing was completely correct, the way her hair flowed down her 
shoulder and her band that was hidden behind her bangs . 


"This is so weird." Ruffnut muttered as she observed the drawing. She 
and her brother didn't know much about art or drawing. But they could 
guess that making such a drawing would take some time and skill. 
"Maybe you're his target." 

"Or he has a crush on you!" Tuffnut added, before being greeted with 
a fist to the face by Astrid. Knocking him into the drawing. 

"Stop it!" Gobber said as he grabbed Astrid by her collar, stopping 
her from hurting the Thorson boy any further, who in the meanwhile 
was crawling away muttering something about being 'very much hurt'. 
"We still got an assassin to catch." 

"And he just got one more question to answer." Astrid muttered as she 
shook free from Gobber 's grasp and walked over to Stormfly. The rest 
also mounting their dragons. 

Skullcrusher quickly followed the scent further, leading them towards 
the settlement. They diverted of the track, landing their dragons in 
the woods nearby. Not all Viking settlements were that accustomed to 
dragons after the raids had stopped. And coming in on giant beasts 
would certainly arouse suspicion and alert the assassins. 

They landed their dragons into the woods, finding a nice covered area 
for their dragons to hide for the time being. The group themselves 
slowly made their way into the town, but not before they made plans 
for what they were going to do. 

"I'll take the tavern." Heather said as she and Astrid walked at the 
front of the group. "Someone has to have seen something, and nothing 
talks better than drunken Vikings." 

"Alright, take Fishlegs and Snotlout, with you." Gobber said from the 
back of the group. "The rest will go with me to the Smithy, lad 
needed to repair his weapon." 

They split up, the smithy and the tavern were at different parts of 
the village, which was quite usual. The smithy would be in the back, 
as far away from any possible danger as possible. Raiders or other 
attackers would first have to destroy most of the town before 
reaching the location where their weapons would be repaired during 
the battle. The tavern was usually closer to the harbour, so 
travelling merchants and other visitors were close to their vessels, 
and wouldn't have to stroll through the unknown town. 

Heather opened the thick door of the tavern, directly being greeted 
by the heavy smell of alcoholic beverages and sweat, a typical Viking 
tavern. They had agreed upon a simple plan. Heather would enter 
first, finding a place to sit down in the back, Snotlout would find a 
place near the bar, talking with the bartender, and Fishlegs would 
stay outside, scanning the street and securing their exit. 

As Heather walked in she quickly scanned the crowd, it consisted of 
multiple kinds of people, there were some locals, who were calmly 
drinking and eating at the fire, there were some visitors, sitting 
together in a group, a map sprawled across their table, discussing 
which port they would take when the winter would blow over. 



One person didn't stand out though, and Heather had missed him on her 
first glance. A young man sat in the corner of the building, his back 
to the crowd and a hood covering his head. He had a simple wooden 
plate in front of him, filled with some chicken and potatoes. 

Although his clothing was far from local, and he wasn't acting like 
the typical visitor, he blended in perfectly. 

Heather noticed him on her third pass, wondering why she hadn't seen 

him before. She considered that they were indeed masters of blending 

in. She formulated a plan in her head, she herself was also pretty 
well as deceiving people, and one way to get a guy's attention was a 
trick older then Gothi, food. She walked to the bar, handing a few 
pieces of silver for a plate and a knife, before cutting off a piece 
of the large boar that was being roasted in the middle of the room. 
Along with a tankard of ale she headed towards the hooded man, taking 
a seat in front of him, on the other side of the table. 

Ragnar had felt someone watching him, and wasn't surprised when 

someone joined his table. What did surprise him was the fact that it 
was a young girl, who handed him a piece of her boar, something that 
he didn't want to spend the silver on. 

"Here." Heather said casually as she handed the mead to Ragnar, who 
slowly accepted it. Putting it down on his plate before continuing 
eating. She couldn't see his face, his hood created a shadow that 
only made his chin visible. "You're not from around here, are 
you? " 

Ragnar swallowed the chicken before replying, he could see the girl 
very well. She had black hair and green eyes, just like Hiccup had, 
but just a bit different. "Is it that clear?" He said as he took 
another bite of his food. Not yet trusting her food that rested on 
his plate. 

"The clothes give it away." Heather explained as she ate a piece of 
her boar. His clothes were as foreign as they would get, there was no 
chainmail, pelts or horns, something that was abundant in their 
culture. "Where are you from?" 

"South." Was all Ragnar said before taking a drink from his tankard, 
his head swung far enough back that Heather could see the basic 
complexity of his face. "Far south." He finished as he wiped the last 
pieces of drink away with his arm. 

"You look like a Nord though." Heather said as she also took a sip of 
her drink. The sweetness of the mead on her tongue. 

Ragnar was now starting to pay attention, the mysterious girl had 
already earned his curiosity, but now he decided to focus a bit. She 
was rather forward in her questions, almost like she knew most of the 
answers. He gave her a good long stare. The face was familiar, but he 
couldn't place it. Normally his mind would say something along the 
lines of locations where he could have seen her, or thing like 
'trustworthy' or 'dangerous'. But the only word that came to mind 
when he looked at her was: 'Cute'. 

"And you?" Ragnar asked, hoping to shift the tides of the 
conversation to his odds. "Are you a local here?" 



"No." Heather answered calmly, a bit shocked by the fact that he was 
also asking questions. She hadn't prepared for this. "From an island 
a few weeks out." She said, it wasn't exactly a lie. Berk was 
definitely a few weeks away from them, but that was by boat. 

Ragnar just nodded. He didn't trust the girl, but in a strange way. 

He didn't see her as a threat, but he knew she had some kind of 
ulterior motive. "What brings you to this place?" He asked. Hoping to 
keep the questions off his back for the moment. 

"Hunting." Heather said, not exactly a lie. "We're heading back home 
soon though." 

Now that statement Ragnar didn't like, there was something about the 
way she said hunting that made him feel, strange. Almost like she was 
talking to her prey. "No fear for the ice?" He asked. He knew that 
soon the ports would freeze, and if she was truly just passing by, 
she would have taking notice of that. 

"My village is further down south." Heather lied, hoping to throw the 
assassin off his game. "Our ports usually don't freeze until a few 
weeks after the rest." She knew the lie was farfetched, so she didn't 
give him much time to think about her answer. "And what brings to 
this place . " 

"Work." Ragnar answered calmly. He was slowly getting more 
comfortable with the girl, because he was pretty sure he was telling 
the truth. That, or she had been practicing these questions. 

"With which boat did you come?" Heather asked, hoping to finally 
break the man's web of lies. They knew they were coming in with 
dragons. So she had kept a keen eye on the boats in the harbour. "I 
mean, port's pretty empty." 

Ragnar was at an absolute loss of words, he didn't have an answer to 
that one, not even a simple quick lie. The only thing that came to 
his mind was changing the subject. "The name's Ragnar, by the way." 

He said, cursing himself for not taking a second to think of a proper 
alias . 

"Heather." Heather replied with a grin. Taking the introduction as a 
good sign she decided to be a bit more bolt. "You can ditch the hood 
you know. It's not raining in here." 

Ragnar slowly undid his hood, sometimes blending in meant changing 
plans, and this was one of those times. Heather could now clearly see 
that the assassin was indeed a Nord, confirming her suspicion. This 
would also explain why they had dragons. Nordic people had more 
experience with dragons, so it would be more logical for a Nord to 
have a dragon than for an actual person from the south. 

"So what brings you back to the archipelago?" Heather asked. "It's 
quite clear that you have some roots in Nordic soil." 

"I travel with a friend of mine." Ragnar explained. "We are currently 
looking for a place to stay the winter." The last part was far from a 
lie, they needed to find a tribe or village which would accept them 
for the winter, since it would be harsh to survive in old ruins and 
tens in the freezing temperatures of horrible winter months. 



"Well, you could always try with my village." Heather jokes, hoping 
to draw Ragnar to come with her, that way she could jump him with the 
rest, but not before she got to know him a bit better. "We are quite 
open about visitors during the winter, everyone needs a place to 
stay . " 

"Really?" Ragnar said, interested in the prospect of a proper place 
to call home for a while. "And which village would this be." 

Heather swallowed, this could either scare him of or interest him. 
"Berk." She said calmly. "Heard of it?" 

"Just stories." Ragnar said as he took a sip from his mead. Heather 
had seen the split second of panic on his face. 

"Yea, they should have everything ready for winter now, haven't been 
there in a month." Heather lied, hoping to make Ragnar more 
comfortable with the idea of talking to a Berkian. "But I think there 
is still some room in the town." She said as she leaned across the 
table. "And you could always crash at my place." 

Snotlout had already taken his place at the bar, and had downed his 
fair share of tankards as he was asking around for information about 
the assassin. It was at this point that he saw the hooded man in the 
back of the tavern. Heather sitting in front of him, leaning in 
towards him. 

His blood boiled, the alcohol in it only fuelling the fire. He 
excused himself politely with the bartender, before downing his last 
tankard and making his way over to Heather, his fists balled at his 
side . 

Ragnar was observed by the girl in front of him, she was pretty, 
mysterious, and certainly nice company. His gaze was broken when he 
saw her looking past his head with worry, and he turned around just 
in time to receive the full blow of Snotlout 's fist. Ragnar rolled of 
the bank, using his momentum to get on his feet, just a little bit 
dazed of the hit. 

"She's my girl!" Snotlout yelled, drawing the attention of other 
visitors. "Don't you even come close to her." Other Vikings were 
getting up. Ragnar had put his hood on as a reflex when he was hit, 
and the Vikings were now watching how a fellow Viking was protecting 
his 'love' from this stranger, and quickly sided with Snotlout. 

"I don't want to fight." Ragnar said calmly, but it was too late. 

Some other foreigners had backed him up, and when someone threw a 
bottle to the opposing party, both groups clashed together. 

The fight was awful, tankards, chairs and benches were used as 
improvised weapons. Both groups fighting both friends and foes in the 
chaos. Chairs flew around and the tavern was filled with yelling and 
screaming. The bartender remained calmly at his post, used to these 
things, his mind only wandering to the cost of repairing all his 
furniture . 

In the chaos, Snotlout had pulled out a knife, and while Ragnar was 
busy dodging a chair that was aimed for him he struck. Swiping at his 
face, he managed to make a small cut in his cheek, also making 
another cut in the already war-damaged hood. It wasn't deep, but it 



did bleed. 


Ragnar felt the cut clearly, the sharp sting on his cheek and the 
wet, warm blood running down it. He turned to Snotlout, who was 
already occupied with another brawl. Ragnar checked his hand, making 
sure he wouldn't accidently extend his blade, and gave Snotlout one 
of the most powerful right hooks that he could. Which followed by a 
loud thud of his unconscious body hitting the floor. 

Heather had cornered herself, keeping out of the fight. She was 
focussing on not getting pulled into the brawl, she could hold 
herself in a fight, but this was just utter chaos. Her attention was 
then directed when she saw Snotlout 's body hitting the floor, his 
nose a bit off centre. And in the corner of her eye she could see a 
white blur leaving through the door. 

She made her way around the fight, hugging the wall and dodging 
brawling Viking men and women alike, before quickly slipping out of 
the door. 

Fishlegs had his back turned to the door, obviously listening to the 
chaos that erupted from inside the building. Heather slipped past 
him, not wanting to alert the chubby boy of her leaving. It was only 
midday, and it was quite calm on the streets. But on the smooth stone 
paths she could see a trail of little red droplets, leading down a 
corridor between two longhouses. 

She followed it, finding Ragnar leaning against a house. She hurried 
up to him, making him suddenly turn around and look at her, ready to 
run . 

"Oh, it's you." He said as he had his cheek covered with his hand, 
blood dripping underneath it. Heather slowly walked up to him, she 
was glad that the corridor was a dead end, because she was sure he 
was planning on running. 

"Let me help." She said as she approached him further. "It's not like 
you can see the wound yourself." Ragnar sighted at this statement, 
allowing her to inspect the injury. 

The cut was not deep, it was harmless. But it could still get 
infected easily, especially since it was already full of dirt and 
dust that had been kicked up during the fight. Luckily for the two of 
them. Heather had skills with the healers in her village, and knew 
how to treat these minor, but possibly harmful, injuries. 

"Hold this." She said as she handed a bottle to Ragnar, who held it 
with one hand while using the other to keep the blood of his clothes. 
Heather tore a piece of her sleeve off and took the bottle back. 
Putting some of the liquid from the bottle on the cloth. She put the 
bottle on the ground and turned to Ragnar. "This will sting a 
bit . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber, Astrid and the twins now approached the Blacksmith, it 
was quite a walk from, having parted just a bit before the tavern, 
and having gotten lost in the relatively unknown settlement. They 
finally saw a rusty shield hanging from weathered ropes, a hammer and 
bellows depicted on it, indicating that this was the smithy. <p> 



They slowly opened the door. The smithy consisted of a main room, 
used as a shop, in the back was the actual forge, where hammering 
could be heard, along with faint talking. 

"Let me handle this lads." Gobber said as they walked into the shop. 
"This smith's an old friend of mine, only likes to talk to other 
smiths." The gang nodded, staying at the door as Gobber walked to the 
counter. "Bekan!" Gobber loudly yelled, causing the hammering to 
stop . 

An old man came around the corner. "Well hang me up and call me 
dragon bait. I'll be dammed." The older smith exclaimed as he walked 
over to Gobber. "How've you been my old friend?" 

"Good, Bekan, Good." Gobber said as he shook hands with the man. 

"What were you working on?" 

"Oh, just some general requests, sharpening some tools and mending 
some weapons." Bekan said as he leaned on the counter. "But what 
brings you to this isle?" 

"We're looking for someone." Gobber explained. "Strange fellow, clad 
in leather armour and probably wearing a hood." As soon as Gobber 
finished he could see the confused and intrigued look on Bekan ' s 
face . 

"And why would you be looking for this fellow?" He asked calmly. "He 
doesn't sound like you're regular customer." 

"He isn't, he's a foreign warrior from the south, an assassin." 

Gobber explained. "He defended Berk from invaders and our chief 
want's a word with him." But when he felt Astrid's gaze on his back 
he quickly added. "Along with some other people." 

"I see." Bekan said slowly, before leaning in over the counter to 
whisper something in Gobber 's ear. "He's in the forge, try not to 
break too much." Before walking around the counter and heading to the 
front of the shop. "I'll wait here." He said softly. 

The twins and Astrid looked at Gobber, who just motioned for them to 
grab their weapons and follow. They silently did. When they entered 
the forge they were first met with and incredible heat. But none of 
them noticed. They were focussed on something different, more 
someone. On the far end of the forge a men was standing with his back 
to them, sharpening a blade with a whetstone. 

The assassin had his hood over his head, but the gang could see the 
helmet dangling from his side. They slowly approached him, but Astrid 
and Gobber quickly regretted bringing the twins with them. Tuffnut 
tripped over the bellows that lead into the base of the forge, 

Ruffnut tripping over him. The sound, alerting the assassin. 

Hiccup spun around, his blades already repaired, he was merely 
sharpening it for the moment, something that he could also do back at 
their camp. He unsheathed his blades, hoping to threaten his former 
friends enough to force them to leave. But to no avail. 


Astrid charged first, her axe swung high above her head. Hiccup 
stepped aside on the last moment, making her embed her axe into the 



table that he was working on, the tools falling on the ground thanks 
to the shock. 


The twins, having recovered quickly followed her, the assassin was 
cornered, and they were confident in their tactic. They ran at him 
with all their might, their double-ended spears ready for the attack. 
They were to bring him back alive, barely breathing was alive. Hiccup 
dodged them like it was child's play, which it was considering it 
were the twins. They ran full speed into a rack of shields, tumbling 
it back a bit, before it fell on top of the two, pinning them down 
under the heavy wood. 

Gobber tried his luck, but Hiccup had sharpened his blades with the 
skill he learned and practiced every day for almost 4 years. A quick 
duck and turn was all it took, and Gobber saw the ground approaching 
rapidly, his peg-leg sliced in two. 

Astrid finally pulled her axe from the sturdy oak wood of the table 
and turned back to the assassin, now using a sideward swing that was 
difficult to dodge. Instead of stepping back, what she expected, he 
stepped forward, closing their distance and using her own momentum to 
slam her against the wall, his arm on her throat, along with the tip 
of his blade. 

She would never admit it if anyone asked, but she was scared. The 
slam had made her loosen the grip on her axe, and she had seen how 
sharp the blades of the assassin were. Even if she kicked him she 
could risk getting cut, which would probably lead to her death. Her 
eyes were fixed on the blade, slowly following it to the point where 
it disappeared into his gauntlets. She looked down, fearing what was 
to come, when she noticed his helmet, dangling from his side. 

She looked up, but the light from the forge behind the man took away 
her vision, making her only able to see the man's chin. It was round, 
and there were small stubbles of hair on it. Indicating that he was a 
rather young man. But there was one thing that caught her eye. A 
small scar, parallel to the side of his chin, lighter than the rest 
of the skin. 

She remembered it, but she couldn't place it. She had seen it before, 
it was just like the scar that. . . 

It all fell together, the reason Skullcrusher headed to Stoick's 
house, the drawing, the Nightfury. It could only mean one 
thing . 

"Hiccup" 

She wanted to say it, but no sound came out of her mouth. But whether 
she was right or wrong, it had effect on the assassin. 

He stepped back, and Astrid dropped on the ground, gasping for air. 
The pressure on her neck, along with the end of the blade, was just 
enough to make her hold her breath without realizing, and now she lay 
on the ground, gasping for air for her burning lungs. 

Bekan stood in the front of the shop, waiting for his friend to walk 
out with their target, either unconscious or tied up. But instead the 
man casually walked out. The smith looked at him with a look of 
surprise and horror. He had heard the fighting inside his shop and 



was certain that there would be sufficient damage. 


Hiccup walked up to him, handing him a strip of silver. "For the 
damage." He said, before walking out of the shop. 

**AN :** 

**HUZZAH! Here it is! Another Chapter!** 

**I hope you guys liked it, and I hope you have an amazing 
Easter . ** 

**Man, this one took some time to write. Anyway, my school / life / 
universe being a bitch on my stage is over (For now) . And we can 
continue with the regular scheduled uploads, what means that I'll say 
that I'll upload in the weekend, and then forget and crank something 
out either on the latest moment of Sunday or Monday.** 

**So, here it is.** 

**Don't forget to go visit the poll on my page, it's about the next 
story, which will either be when this one or my other one 
ends . ** 

**If anyone is interested in how I write my chapters or other things 
about writing in general, do say. I'm thinking of beginning a blog or 
something about it. It would consist of a QA, tips and tricks and 
probably sneak previews of new chapters and upcoming 
stories . * * 

**Take Care** 

-k -k — R4 y ^ ^ 


6. Chapter 6, Touring the town 

Astrid Pushed herself off the ground, her lungs still burning from 
the lack of oxygen and feeling a bit lightheaded. She looked around 
in her dazed state, finding Cobber struggling to get up and the twin 
entangled with each other underneath the rack of shields. 

She let out a moan as she stood up, her back aching a bit thanks to 
the slam against the wall. She hurried over to Cobber, helping him up 
and leaning against a workbench. Bekan walked in at this point, after 
giving the damage to his shop a good glance he helped his friend, 
meanwhile Astrid went to the twins. 

She tried to lift the heavy rack with shield, finding it rather 
heavy. Luckily the twins helped her and, as soon as it was high 
enough, quickly crawled out from underneath it. They dusted 
themselves off and turned to Cobber, who was inspecting his 
leg . 

"Clean in two, " Cobber muttered as he rubbed the now half peg-leg 
with his thumb. He took the ties that connected the prosthetic with 
his stump and loosened them, the broken leg falling on the floor. "I 
don't suppose you have any spares here?" Cobber asked Bekan, who also 
curious to what kind of weapon could cut a clear piece of wood this 
clean . 



"We have a small stock." Bekan said as he turned to a trunk in the 
back of the forge. Prosthetics weren't uncommon in Viking culture, so 
smithies usually had quite a supply of them. He rummaged through the 
trunk. Bekan quickly came back with a wooden peg-leg, similar to 
Gobber's old one. "Here you go, should fit nicely." 

Gobber fitted the prosthetic, tying it tight against his stump. He 

leaned lightly on it, getting a good feeling for the new leg. "It 

feels good." Gobber said as he leaned on it, the leg feeling rather 
similar to his old one. "What do you want for it?" 

"It's on the house." Bekan said with a smile, taking the old 

prosthetic and throwing it on a stack of old weapons and tools. 

"You'll need it for the chase." 

"Right." Gobber said as he looked around the forge, inspecting the 
damage that had been done. A full stack of shield had been tipped, 
breaking some. A workbench had been damaged, a thick cut from 
Astrid's axe in it. Tuffnut had ripped the leather of the bellow with 
the sharp spikes on his shoes. "We'll pay for the damage." He said 
with a softer tone, ashamed to have destroyed the workplace of a 
fellow smith. 

"Don't worry about it." Bekan said with a widening smile, showing the 
strip of silver. "Your target already covered that." 

"The assassin paid for the damage?" Gobber asked, shocked and 
surprised at the same time. 

"Yes, and its Nordic silver." Bekan said with a smile. "More than 
enough for the damages." 

"That's quite generous of him." Gobber said as he inspected the 
silver. "Not many people respect smithies that much." 

"This wasn't my normal customer though." Bekan said as he inspected 
the damage to his bellows, finding that they needed to be replaced 
completely. "I think he was a blacksmith himself." 

"A blacksmith?" Gobber asked surprised. "What makes you think 
that ? " 

"His experience." Bekan said. "In the time he was here he managed to 
repair his own and three of my weapons." He walked over to the 
workbench, grabbing the two of the mentioned weapons to show to his 
friend. "The craftsmanship is stunning." 

Gobber took the weapons, inspecting them with care. They were 
sharpened with expert precision, almost inhumanly so. The assassin 
they fought seemed like a young lad, and this kind of work would be 
difficult to do even for someone who had been into this line of work 
as long as Gobber. 

"Gobber?" Astrid asked softly, not sure how to bring the subject that 
she wanted to add into the conversation. Sadly enough, her question 
fell to deaf ears as Gobber continued to inspect the blade. "Gobber?" 
She asked louder, this time earning a reaction, but only the smith 
waving it off as he further inspected the blade. 



"Gobber!" Astrid yelled, startling the smith to the point where he 
dropped the weapon. Gobber picked up the weapon and handed it back to 
Bekan, before quickly turning back to Astrid. 

"What is it?" He asked calmly, not wanting to upset the girl, knowing 
she had a short temper. 

"It's Hiccup." Astrid said softly, almost inaudible. 

"What?" Gobber asked. Even though he heard her answer, he still 
thought that he misheard it. 

"I said it's Hiccup." Astrid said louder. "He's the assassin." 

The twins had now also heard it, and they also had trouble 
understanding it. "Hiccup?" Tuffnut asked. "Yea, as in, our Hiccup?" 
Ruffnut added, both of their brains working over hours to try and 
find the parts they missed to jump to this conclusion. 

"Yes, our Hiccup." Astrid groaned. "It all makes sense, Skullcrusher 
went to Stoick's home, he could smell his room. The Nightfury, that 
has to be Toothless. It all make's sense." Astrid argued, before 
grabbing the blade out of Gobber 's hands, "And this, could this be 
Hiccup's work?" She decided not to add her ideas about the drawing in 
the sand, she didn't need the twins annoying her with her opinion 
about that matter. 

Gobber inspected the blade again, with the new insight. He indeed 
found that it could be linked to Hiccup's craft. Sure, this was more 
skilled and more experienced, but he would have gained that in the 
past years. It still had the same flair to his work, and the 
sharpening was done in an odd angle, one that would make it harder to 
do, but also more effective. Something he had caught Hiccup 
experimenting on when he was still his apprentice. 

"Well light me on fire and call me a Nightmare." Gobber muttered 
silently. "This is Hiccup's work." 

The twins still tried to piece everything together. "So wait, we've 
been beaten by Hiccup?" Ruffnut asked with disbelief. Her brother was 
standing next to her, thinking. Something that the Thorson siblings 
didn't do often. 

"But it can't be Hiccup." Tuffnut said with triumph. "Hiccup had both 
his legs . " 

"0 my gods." Astrid said, realization sinking in. "Hiccup lost a 
leg. " 

"That's not what I meant." Tuffnut said, confused about his statement 
being turned into something else. He turned to his sister and asked 
"Was it?" but she merely shrugged. 

"Okay, as much as I would like to believe that it's Hiccup, " Gobber 
began, ignoring the twins, "how can we be sure?" 

"The scar on his chin." Astrid said with excitement. "He has it's, I 
seen it, it's exactly the same." 


Gobber rubbed his chin, thinking heavily. "I'm heading back to 



Skullcrusher . " He said, before pointing to the teens. "You three are 
heading into town and are going to catch the assassin. Hiccup or 
not . " 

Astrid had a tight grip off her axe, she was certain it was Hiccup, 
and she wanted answers. She was pissed that he had left them for six 
years, she was angry that he got himself a new life. She had spent 
countless days, hoping he was alright, praying for his safety. And 
what did he do? Risk his life being some assassin that travels the 
world and murders raiders . 

And he had beaten her. Hiccup Haddock had beaten Astrid Hofferson. 
She was absolutely, utterly pissed. And he would pay. 

She stormed out the door, the twins sparing each other a glance 
before casually jogging after her. Interested in the wild blondes 
actions. They themselves could be destructive, but they had learned 
through the years that an angry Hofferson could be more dangerous 
than dragons . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup jogged through the town. The small fight had left him a 
bit exhausted, mainly because he had spent most of the day in the 
forge, working hard. He approached the tavern with speed, and hoped 
to find Ragnar inside. The town was busy, man and woman filling the 
streets. He passed through them rather quickly, but it still slowed 
him down.<p> 

He dived into an alley, hoping to escape from the masses and to reach 
the tavern more quickly. He stopped for a second to catch his breath, 
hoping to find his friend quickly. But upon leaning over and resting 
on his knees he saw something on the ground, small droplets of 
blood . 

Something was off, he felt it, and he had a feeling it involved 
Ragnar. He followed the blood, having to pass through another busy 
street and a smaller path, but eventually finding himself in another 
alley. He could spot Ragnar, sitting on a crate, talking to someone 
who had her back to him. 

He walked over to the two, Ragnar spotting him quickly. Hiccup didn't 
bother with the girl on the chest. "We got trouble." He said sternly, 
immediately catching Ragnar ' s attention. 

"What's the matter?" Ragnar said as he turned his face to Hiccup, the 
wound visible on his cheek. Hiccup pointed at it with a confused 
expression. "Bar fight." Ragnar said calmly, touching the crust that 
was on his cheek. 

"How is there already a crust on it?" Hiccup asked confused. It would 
take some time for such a wound to slow down in bleeding, let alone 
form a crust. And he had seen Ragnar long enough that day to know he 
had to get it rather recent. 

"She helped me with that." Ragnar said calmly. "Some alchemical 
salve." He said as he mimicked smearing salve across the wound. "But 
what was the problem?" 


"Berkians." Hiccup said sternly. This caused Ragnar to give a strange 



look to the female, to which he still hadn't paid attention. He 
turned to her, and after seeing her immediately extended his blade 
and pointed it at her. Causing Heather to rapidly raise her 
hands . 

"Calm down!" Ragnar quickly said as he jumped between the two. "She's 
from Berk yes, but she's with a boat." Ragnar said proudly. 

"Boat my ass, she was there when I killed Alvin." Hiccup said. "The 
only way to get here this fast is by dragon." 

Ragnar froze, trusting his friend completely, and turned to Heather. 
Who wore guilty smile. "Did you come here by dragon?" Ragnar asked 
calmly, earning a nod from the raven haired girl. "Are you here to 
look for us?" He asked, again earning a nod from Heather. "Shit." He 
muttered slow and softly. 

Ragnar pushed Heather gently against the crate, gently forcing her to 
sit down. He then turned to Hiccup, who was pacing around in circles. 
"So Berk truly is on our tail." He said. 

"It looks like it." Hiccup replied. "They must have used a 
Rumblehorn." He muttered. "They'll be able to track us anywhere!" He 
said with a hint of distress. 

"Hiccup, calm down." Ragnar said as he grabbed the boy's shoulders, 
stopping him from walking around in circles. "It'll be fine, we've 
handled worse." 

Heather meanwhile, hadn't been doing nothing. Knowing that she 
wouldn't come far if she ran, she decided to listen closely to the 
conversation. "You're Hiccup?" She asked with surprise, earning a 
look from the younger hooded man. "You're the one everyone's talking 
about ? " 

"The one everyone's talking about?" Hiccup asked surprised. 

"Yea, everyone loves you." Heather said excited, she had heard a lot 
of stories about his young man, and she felt the need to explain 
everything. "You fought the Red Death, you rode a dragon." 

Hiccup felt joy inside, he wasn't remembered for being a nuisance, he 
was remembered for the things he did. Although his memory about the 
fight with the Red Death was foggy, he did remember shooting 
Toothless out of the sky, and training himself and his dragon to fly 
together . 

"Do the others know who I am?" He asked Heather, who shook her head. 
"Are you sure?" 

"Absolutely, we're here to hunt you down." She said, a bit too 
jovially for Hiccup and Ragnar ' s liking, but okay. 

"What do we do?" Ragnar asked, wanting to leave the subject at with 
his friend. "Do you wan ' t to try your luck with your old 
tribe ? " 

Hiccup stood still, still not sure what to do exactly. "I'll first 
need to think about it." He said. "And I don't want to do that 
here . " 



"We got fast dragons, the Rumblehorn will slow them down." Ragnar 
said, hoping to give Hiccup a bit more ease. "We'll just have to fly 
a good day out, for them, before setting up camp." 

"That could work." Hiccup said softly, still contemplating his 
options. But all three were broken from their thoughts by a loud thud 
behind them. 
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><p>Fishlegs had waited long enough, he was not doing this, he wasn't 
comfortable with it. He didn't know the people of this village, there 
was nothing interesting and there weren't even dragons to study, it 
was boring. To his left were drunk Vikings lying in the gutter of the 
street, some trying, but failing, to get up. And others just 
completely wasted. To his right was a busy street, full of unknown, 
strange people that he didn't know.<p> 

Back at Berk he would be comfortable with such a job, just sitting 
around and waiting for something to happen, it was calm, easy and 
especially not stressful. But he wasn't so sure about it this time. 
Maybe it was the strange village, or at least the strangers in the 
village. Or maybe it was the enemy they were after, he had to admit 
that the stunning display of the assassin's skill had left him a bit 
scared of their foe, and they seemed like rather deadly 
individuals . 

The fight that he could hear inside the tavern was slowly dying down, 
and after a few moments, bruised and wounded Vikings limped out of 
the building. Fishlegs inspected them carefully, hoping to not find 
the assassin with them. 

He didn't, but he also missed Snotloud and Heather. The group slowly 
dispersed into the street, some of them waiting and resting, others 
heading home. He waited for a few minutes before he headed in. He 
walked to the door, it opening automatically because of another 
limping Viking who wanted to go home, again not Snotlout. 

He kept the door open for the man, receiving a soft thanks, before 
heading in. He was immediately met with the scent of smoke, sweat and 
alcohol. Three scents that weren't uncommon in Viking taverns, but 
strength of the last two indicated a proper fight. That, and the fact 
that most of the furniture lay at the sides of the room, most of it 
smashed to pieces. A few passed out Vikings still lay in the room, 
and he carefully looked for his friend. 

"If they stay the night they're paying for it." The bartender said as 
Fishlegs walked passed him. "So get your friend and family now or let 
them be . " 

Fishlegs took the advice and walked towards the first unconscious 
man, finding it to be someone older and balder than Snot. Luckily, he 
spotted Snotlout 's fur cape from underneath a broken table. He calmly 
walked over to him, lifted the broken table from him and looking at 
him . 


He was probably far away, his body was covered with bruises and he 
would probably walk limp for a few days. He softly hit him on his 
cheek, hoping to wake him up, but he was indeed far, far away. He 



grabbed an arm of the bulky boy and lifted him on his back, dragging 
his sorry ass towards the door. 

He stopped before going outside, looking around to see if Heather was 
somewhere with the unconscious bodies, but not finding her. He 
guessed that she escaped before or during the fight. 

He pushed the door open with his foot, dragging Snotlout's body with 
him. He had expected people to look at him surprised, but they all 
passed as if it was a regular day. They probably knew what was going 
on thanks to the abundance of bruised Vikings along the 
road . 

Fishlegs decided that it would be best to just get to the forge. His 
friend could help him lift Snotlout towards their dragons, where, if 
he didn't wake up, they could tie him to his Nightmare and fly him 
home. He slowly dragged his body up the road, looking around as he 
did to not bump in to anything. 

He slowly made his way into an alley, carefully concentrat ing on not 
dragging Snotlout across sharp rocks, fearing that he might cut open 
his entire back. He turned looked behind him, and felt relief and 
utter fear. For he did find the missing member of their gang. Heather 
was sitting a little down the alley on a crate, calmly looking 
around. But he also found their two targets, both of them standing in 
front of her. 

This time, it wasn't only Snotlout's body that hit the ground in a 
state of unconsciousness . 

The thud alerted our heroes, and the two quickly looked at the origin 
of the sound. They found not one, but two beefy boys lying on the 
ground, both unconscious. 

"So, that answers the question 'Are there more'." Hiccup said 
sarcast ically . "How many more are there?" He asked Heather. 

"Gobber, the twins and Astrid." She said, smiling when she saw 
Hiccup's facial expression change when she said Astrid. It was a 
small change, but noticeable for a trained eye. For a split second he 
showed a look of hope, happiness, and love. She giggles softly, just 
soft enough for the two assassins not to notice. If only he knew how 
much Astrid wanted him to be with her. 

"What do we do with them?" Ragnar asked as he walked up to their two 
unconscious hunters, inspecting the two. "I punched him, but the 
other just passed out" he said as he pointed to Snot and then to 
Fishlegs . 

"I say we leave them." Hiccup said calmly. "She's here to help them." 
He added as he pointed to Heather. 

"Yea, I guess." Ragnar said as he looked back at Heather and Hiccup. 
"Should we leave?" 

"Now we can still calmly walk away, we don't have to run or 
anything." Hiccup said, wishing for an easy escape for a change. 

But he just eliminated that chance . As soon as the last word left his 
mouth he heard yelling down the street, a yelling that he was. 



although the version in his mind was outdated by a few years, very 
familiar with. An angry Hofferson was charging through the streets, 
axe probably in hand, and was heading straight towards them. And she 
just had to peek down the alley. 

She stopped dead in her tracks, a white knuckled grip on her axe. 
Hiccup swore that if looks could kill they would need to make a pyre 
for him. She wasn't so much angry, more determined, but he felt like 
she was determined to kill him. 

Ragnar immediately knew what to do, grabbing the small axe from his 
side and jumping up, hooking it behind the side of a roof and using 
it to pull himself up. Hiccup quickly followed, extending his 
hookblade and pulling himself onto the roof. 

Astrid ran to Heather, who was also slightly scared of the level of 
'determination'. "Heather, that was Hiccup!" Astrid yelled. "Get 
him!" She added before running back to the streets, spotting her 
target running across the top beams of roofs, and giving chase. 
Heather quickly followed after slapping consciousness back into 
Fishlegs, waking him up from his wonderfully calm dreams. 

Hiccup and Ragnar leaped from roof to roof, something that wasn't all 
that easy to do. Most roman buildings would have relatively flat to 
shallow roofs, lined with sturdy red clay tiles. The Viking building 
on the other hand, had steep, slippery roofs, either made form 
weathered wood or thatch. 

Astrid followed in the street, the crowd parting for her, allowing 
her to catch up with her targets. People were staring in awe to the 
men who traversed the rooftops, jumping from roof to roof and turning 
on a dime . 

The found the twins with her, also giving in to the chase. Together 
they followed their two targets, but they were forced to split up as 
soon as they saw their targets do the same. 

Astrid and Tuffnut followed Hiccup, while Ruffnut ran after Ragnar, 
who now approached the docks. He jumped from roof to roof, before 
sliding down the side of one, landing with a roll to keep his 
momentum. He still heard heavy boots behind him and quickly rounded a 
corner, but felt himself being pulled by his clothes. 

Ruffnut went around the corner quickly afterwards, but there was no 
one there. She quickly continued running, hoping to find him again, 
fearing Astrid's wrath if she didn't. 

Meanwhile, Ragnar found himself pinned down behind a wooden stall. 
Heather covering his mouth with her hand. She slowly peeked out to 
see if the coast was clear before getting off him. 

"You don't have to thank me." She said with a grin as she dusted 
herself off. The momentum of the pull had led to the two rolling a 
bit, before it ended with her on top of him. Ragnar also got back on 
his feet. Heather already had a plan and grabbed Ragnar by his hood, 
dragging him with her. 

"You can ask me to follow, you know?" Ragnar complained as he 
followed her, being lead into a fishing hut. Heather slammed the door 
close, the insides being lit by small holes in the roof. 



"Explain." She said sternly, standing in front of the door. 
"Everything . " 

"What do you mean?" Ragnar asked innocently, which didn't really work 
with his attire. 

"Okay, start with the fact that your partner is the heir of Berk." 
Heather suggested. 

"Well, that's really quite the story." Ragnar said as he scratched 
the back of his head. 

"We have time." Heather said calmly, sitting down in front of the 
door . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Meanwhile, Hiccup was still running through the village, well not 
really through. He was running across the rooftops, finding it a lot 
more difficult than in Rome. The rooftops were smaller, and they had 
a lot less space to walk, or run, across. Luckily enough, they did 
have more materials on them to hold on too. In Rome they would have 
beams, windows, and a few other things to hold on to. In Viking 
society the homes were richly decorated with large pieces of wood, 
rope and other materials. It made climbing a lot easier. <p> 

He could however, still hear the heavy footsteps behind him, so he 
was still being chased. Although he was able to shake some of his 
chasers, usually they would him rather quickly again. They had the 
advantage, they had multiple men and even though they had split up he 
still had enough people behind him to worry about. 

He had shaken them once successfully , but upon re-entering the town 
from the alley he had hid in he was spotted by Eishlegs, who was 
apparently also joining the chase. Probably being forced to by 
Astrid . 

Hiccup however, didn't really care for how many people followed him, 
as soon as there were more than two he would have to start using more 
clever tactics, one of which was slowly whittling down the enemies 
morale . 

He had used the trick before, but on Romans. He knew Vikings would be 
even easier, since they cared a lot less about carefulness in their 
chases. He set up his plan carefully, having seen a street with a 
dead end nearby. It wasn't too hard to get towards it, they had been 
running around the village in circles for most of the chase, since 
the village wasn't that big. 

He ran across the roof of a home, hooking his hook blade behind the 
large wooden dragonhead on the front of the building. He swung his 
boy sideways, flinging himself around the head and landing on the 
ground with a roll. He was honestly surprised that his hood had 
stayed on for the entire chase. 

Astrid and Tuffnut rounded the corner quickly after him, they had 
been running at the side of the building when he leaped down, and had 
quickly altered their paths to chase Hiccup. Both parties were 
significantly slowed down by the full street. Hiccup less than the 



Berkians. He was able to easily dodge any Vikings that stood on the 
street, pushing them aside and jumping over and underneath them. 
Astrid, Tuffnut and, in the back, Fishlegs had a harder time to pass 
through the crowds. Their way of passing the oncoming people only 
consisted of dodging and pushing away, but because Hiccup left a 
small path, their distance only grew slightly. 

He quickly changed direction, careful to always round the corners 
using his good leg, since the prosthetic could sometimes slip, or 
worse, sink in and get stuck. He ran into the street, it ending with 
a thick wooden wall, part of a palisade that shielded the east side 
of the village. Astrid and Tuffnut quickly noticed that they had 
finally trapped their opponent, and slowed down to a stop. Tuff 
quickly grabbed his spear, and Astrid her axe. They had hoped to 
resolve this peacefully, but the incident at the smithy had left no 
room for discussion with Astrid. She was taking him down. 

And it looked like the Hiccup now realised his predicament, standing 
before wooden walls that rose to the height of a normal building. 

Held together by rope and planks. She knew the boy was keen, even 
better at escaping than he was before. But now he looked ready for a 
fight. With the retractable blade, which was still retracted, in one 
hand, and the extended hook in the other he looked ready for 
anything . 

They slowly stepped forward, Astrid holding her axe low to the 
ground, and Tuffnut holding his spear in a defensive manner. However, 
the next part surprised both of them, as a green gas poured from the 
back of Hiccup's handle, with which he created a nice circle around 
him. Astrid sniffed the air, smelling the pungent smell of the gas, 
but she couldn't place it quite. Tuffnut however was quicker than 
her, which didn't happen often. "It's Zippleback gas." He whispered 
to her. "But it smells just a bit differently." 

That showed, because they soon saw a small spark fly from the handle 
of the blade. It flew through the air and landed inside the green 
cloud that surrounded Hiccup's feet. It lit aflame rapidly, creating 
a small and short circle of flames at the base of his feet, but the 
next part was strange. 

The gas, which was known to explode and then quickly disperse, 
behaved differently. Instead of quickly dispersing into the air 
around him thanks to the blast, it created a thick white cloud, 
rapidly expanding around the boy. It took less than a second for his 
entire body to be hidden behind the cloud. They waited not a second 
before jumping in, finding that their target was gone. Astrid quickly 
ran through the cloud of smoke, finding Hiccup hanging from the wall 
above her, his hook blade hooked behind a piece of rope. She didn't 
stare long, as he quickly jumped off to the side and continued along 
another rooftop. Astrid pulling Tuffnut out of the smoke and 
following him. 

Hiccup saw the determination in Astrid' s eyes, and knew that he 
wouldn't shake her off his back so easily. He chose for the bolder 
move, a broad daylight escape using a dragon that was famed around 
the archipelago. The entire archipelago would know of his presence in 
a few weeks, but most of the islands already heard rumours about the 
assassins, and if they didn't believe them then they wouldn't believe 
this one either. Berk would know who he was, but they would anyway as 
soon as Gobber and the gang returned. 



He grabbed his whistle, which was a small wooden carving of a 
Nightfury, made out of bone. He blew softly, producing a sound that 
people weren't able to hear. He continued running, knowing that his 
escape would be imminent. 

Meanwhile, in the woods at the side of the village, a large black 
dragon, that was playing tug-of-war with another dragon, heard its 
rider call. He dropped the branch they were using to play and turned 
to the town, waiting for a second whistle. The Skrill besides him 
also turned to the town, carefully listening for the sound that he 
also heard. 

It sounded again, confirming the beasts their suspicion. They spread 
their wings and quickly took to the sky, slowly climbing to good 
heights . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Gobber had a slight limp in his walk, partly because of him 
having a different foot and partly because he got beaten up pretty 
badly, by his own apprentice no less. This was also part of the 
reason he was so grumpy. He approached the clearing where there 
dragons stayed, Skullcrusher was calmly drinking a bit of water from 
the pond.<p> 

He stopped to rest, the small fight has already left him a bit 
exhausted, and limping the path to their dragons through thick 
foliage didn't help. He leaned against the Rumblehorn, who merely 
puffed a bit of air as reaction to the weight against his 
shoulder . 

"Calm down Skullcrusher." Cobber said as he looked at the sky. "I'm 
just a wee bit tired." 

He closed his eyes, the gang would hopefully be back after a while, a 
freshly captured assassin, or Hiccup, in their midst. It wasn't how 
he had hoped to reunite with his former apprentice. He had guessed it 
would be a lot different. Either the boy would just show up on Berk 
one day, wearing a stupid smile and carefully walking through their 
village. Or they would meet at the gates of Valhalla. He especially 
glad that he was wrong about the last one. 

But this was something he had never expected. Although he was still 
sceptical about one of the Assassins being Hiccup, it was certainly 
something he hadn't guessed. The little lamb that no one cared about, 
suddenly an experienced warrior of a far land. Able to defeat some of 
Berks best fighters. 

It was certainly something that matched Hiccup. Disappear as a runt, 
reappear as a master of various skills. If anyone would do it, it 
would be Hiccup. 

Cobber's thoughts were broken though, as he heard two pairs of wings 
beating in the distance. He opened his eyes, seeing two saddled 
dragons climbing up into the sky, but without riders. 

He looked closer at the dragons, directly noticing that they weren't 
theirs. They were two rare species, almost never seen around the 
archipelago, and they flew together, without riders. Gobber however 



knew what this meant, either the assassins were captured and the 
beasts were helping or fleeing, or they tried to escape with their 
dragons . 

He saw how the dragons turned to the town, searching for something, 
and ruling out the possibility of only the dragons fleeing. 

Astrid had also seen the dragons in the sky, and she knew all too 
well what it meant. They were planning on escaping. She continued 
through the masses, which was more difficult because the dragons 
spread a small bit of panic and fear. Making most of the people 
already run for cover. 

She sped up, hoping to catch Hiccup before his dreaded dragon could 
carry him off. But to do that, she would also have to be on the top 
of the roofs, only there she could safely grab him. Hiccup meanwhile 
had his own plans. For his dragon to safely pick him up he would have 
to be at a place that was calmer, less in the centre of the village. 
Like one of the outer catapults that formed a defence for their 
harbour . 

He only had a few houses to pass until he would have to get down 
again, then it would be a short run towards the trebuchet and an even 
shorter climb. Toothless would see him quickly enough and pick him 
up . 

Toothless had begun a dive, hoping to spot his rider as he flew 
across the village, a loud whistle grew as he exchanged altitude for 
speed. Everyone in the village could hear him, especially those who 
had a keen ear for the familiar sound. 

Ragnar pulled away from the thing that had kept him busy during the 
rest of their visit to the village, excusing himself when she looked 
at him with a hurt expression. "I need to go." He said quickly as he 
turned to the door. "Looks like Hiccup decided we're 
leaving . " 

"Wait." Heather said before Ragnar disappeared out of the door. "The 
offer for the winter is still on." She said with a seductive smile, 
and Ragnar felt like there was more to it. 

"Yea, right, thanks." Ragnar said, a bit taken aback by Heather 
'subtle' hint. "You'll hear of me, maybe." And the door 
closed . 

Ragnar found himself back on the streets near the dock, finding 
Hiccup jumping from rooftop to rooftop a little further, heading 
towards the trebuchet. Ragnar quickly followed, running through the 
now emptier streets and catching up to them. He however decided that 
he would take a different catapult. 

Hiccup had jumped down, and was now closing the last bit between him 
and the catapult. Astrid was still hot on his heels. Following his 
every step, and she had sped up now that he was on even ground again. 
She heard a dragon to her right, and upon looking saw the other 
assassin being swooped up by the Skrill. She knew quickly enough that 
Hiccup was aiming for the same escape. 


She forced herself to run even faster, catching up with him just as 
he reached the trebuchet. He tried to climb it, but had to stop as he 



would otherwise be pinned between the wood and Astrid's axe. He 
rolled to the side, quickly running away to keep the catapult between 
Astrid and him. 


Astrid noticed this and tried to get around the thick pillars that he 
kept between them, but to no Avail. Hiccup was definitely more agile 
than she was, and he was able to dodge her with relative 
ease . 

Hiccup knew he couldn't just escape by climbing up the trebuchet, 
Astrid would grab him and drag him down, probably resulting in his 
capture. He decided that he would try to make a daring escape, 
something that Ragnar would probably not approve. 

He rolled out of the way of Astrid's axe again, this time heading 
towards the tip of the arm, where the stones would lie. He quickly 
jumped on the tip, Astrid's axe blocking the way upwards. She was 
convinced that he was trying to climb the arm to get to the top, and 
with the rising whistle of the Nightfury behind her she was certain 
that she stopped his attack. 

But her heart sank as she saw Hiccup crouching down, reaching 
underneath the arm, where a large piece of rope kept the arm down. 

His blade was short work of it, and the rope kept that kept the arm 
down snapped with full force. Astrid had just a second to step back, 
as the arm, with her axe and Hiccup still in and on it, flung upward 
and launched the boy into the air. Where he was quickly grabbed and 
flown away towards the ocean. 

She stood frozen, seeing how the small body at the bottom of the 
dragon swung sideways, pulling himself on top of the dragon. 

"Did he just?" Tuffnut asked as he closed up with Astrid. Astrid just 
stood there, nodding. 

"We got to try that." Ruffnut said as she also joined the group. 
Astrid quickly turned away as the conversation changed into a 
discussion who could be fired first. Instead, she looked out at the 
horizon, seeing two black dots grow smaller with each passing 
second . 
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7. Chapter 7, Home, for now 

Hiccup and Ragnar flew side by side, passing through the clouds at a 
fast speed. They weren't at full speed though, their equipment was 
strapped to their saddles, weighing them down extremely. This was one 
of the reasons Hiccup was stressing out. He knew that with their 
current speed a well-trained dragon could catch up to them. It 



wouldn't be easy, but it was possible. 


This was something that unnerved him very much. If they were to 
follow them, they had a problem. They would either have to dump 
valuable equipment and materials into the ocean to make their dragons 
faster. Or they would have to find a way to escape them, which was 
rather difficult while flying above dangerous, cold oceans. 

"We need to find land." Hiccup said as he grabbed his helmet from his 
side, sliding it on his head. "And quick." 

"I know." Ragnar relied, lying flat on the back of his Skrill, 
keeping the wind out of his eyes. "We are way too heavy." 

Hiccup peered out of his helmet, spotting land in the distance. He 
changed the position of his foot in the stirrup, changing Toothless' 
tailfin and diverting their flight towards the island. Ragnar quickly 
followed . 

They landed with haste and quickly ran into the bushes, where they 
couldn't be spotted easily from the skies. 

Hiccup removed his helmet, climbing down Toothless. "I say we wait 
here." He said as he locked the tailfin in the neutral mode, allowing 
Toothless some free reign. "They might not follow us, and we can 
leave if we spot them." 

"I agree." Ragnar said as he stretched. 
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><p>It wasn't much better with the Berkians, who were currently not 
in the best mood. Snotlout sat on the back of his dragon. Every bit 
of his body hurt, and he felt like shit. Fishlegs was scared, as were 
the twins. Astrid was pacing around the clearing, they had quickly 
retreated from the town, finding their dragons in the woods, along 
with Gobber.<p> 

Her axe flew through the air, embedding itself in yet another 
defenceless tree. She pulled the heavy weapon from the bark and 
turned to another tree, which already had three deep slices in 
it . 

"I can't believe they got away." Astrid muttered as she threw the axe 
into yet another helpless tree, embedding the blade deeper with each 
throw. "Jumping on his little dragon." 

"And how!" Tuff exclaimed, immediately shrinking and hanging his head 
down when he was met with Astrid' s famous death glare. He received a 
smack across the back of his head from his sister. 

Fishlegs wanted to say something, maybe advise Astrid to try a more 
subtle approach next time, since trying to kill him didn't work quite 
well. But the fact that he was quite content with the placement of 
his limbs and other important body parts made him let the hint 
slip . 

Gobber came walking back from the woods. "Right lads," He said, his 
voice a mix of annoyance and sadness. "We didn't manage to grab them, 
but we'll need to head back soon." He told them as he walked around 



the clearing, avoiding Astrid with a wide circle. "Because as much as 
we all would like to go on a wild chase across the archipelago, we 
don't have food or equipment for that." He explained. 

He walked over to his mound, the Rumblehorn lying calmly in the 
grass, not knowing if they found the one he tracked or not. He didn't 
think so, they had let him track the scent before, the trail usually 
ending on the beach at their old nest. This one was fresh however, 
but the mood of his rider, which would usually be Gobber on these 
trips, was too sad for the search to be successful. 

"Alright lads. Saddle up!" Gobber yelled as he swung himself on the 
back of Skullcrusher . The large dragon gently rising to its feet to 
prepare for the journey. Spreading the large wings to prepare for 
flight. The rest of the gang quickly walked over to their own 
dragons, mounting them with ease, except for Snotlout. Even though he 
was already seated on the back of his dragon he felt totally broken, 
and slightly feared the trip back home. And since Heather had given a 
rather detailed explanation about how he ended up so hurt the group 
had decided against pity. 

They took off one by one, careful not to crash their dragons into 
each other's, which had happened before. They quickly diverted from 
the town. One group of dragons in their skies would be enough for the 
moment. Once they passed the village they turned their course, 
heading back to Berk. They flew in silence, only the occasional 
whimper of Snotlout being hear above the sound of the beating 
wings . 

The flight was uneventful, and they were welcomed by Stoick when they 
landed, who had seen the riders approaching from far away. Stoick 
swung his large arms in the air, signalling them to land near him. He 
was waiting at the academy, which had been deserted for the day while 
the riders left. The group landed carefully, not wanting to let their 
heavy pets crash down onto their chief. 

Stoick had a, well, stoic look on his face when he saw the riders 
land. His keen eye had noticed that there wasn't any captive with 
them, and the look on their faces matched those they had when they 
failed to do a task. 

"Did you manage to catch them?" Stoick asked bluntly, hoping that one 
of the assassins had been captured and was waiting at a different 
tribe or something. 

"No, but we have some, interesting, information." Gobber said slowly, 
as he guided Skullcrusher inside the arena with care. Stoick followed 
him down the steps, and the rest of the riders followed shortly. 
Gobber slid off the back of the Rumblehorn and toppled a crate of 
fish for the beast, which the dragon gladly accepted. 

Stoick walked over to his dragon, patting the large beast on the nose 
before sitting down on the toppled crate, the thick wood creaking 
underneath the weight of the bulky chief. He turned to Gobber, who 
was sitting on a barrel that was tipped sideways. "You had 
information?" Stoick said as he looked at his friend. 

"Aye, we do." Gobber said as he scratched the back of his head with 
his prosthetic. "We might know who one of the assassins 

is . " 



Stoick's face immediately lit up, this was good news for him. If they 
knew who the assassin was they could track him down more easily, and 
that would ultimately make it easier to capture him. It also meant 
that it could be easier to convince him of helping them train and 
educate their own warriors. He leaned forward on the crate. "Well, 
tell me." He said with a hopeful tone. 

"We think that, possibly," Gobber began, "it might be possible, with 
some luck, " He continued, not quite sure how to break the news to his 
friend, who now wore a confused look. 

"Hiccup." Astrid said sternly as she unsaddled Stormfly. "It's 
Hiccup . " 

Stoick froze, looking to his left, where the Hofferson lass was 
calmly putting the saddle away. He looked back to Gobber, who nodded, 
confirming the young maiden. 

Stoick grew serious, as he always did when it was about his son. "Do 
we have proof?" He asked calmly, not wanting to jump to any 
conclusions . 

"Well, he rode a Nightfury with a missing tailfin." Gobber began, 
talking slow and clearly to make sure he didn't miss anything. "And 
Astrid noticed a similar scar on his chin." 

"Not similar, identical." Astrid corrected Gobber, who merely nodded, 
not wishing to discuss this with the girl. "And he reacted when I 
said his name . " 

"I see." Stoick said as he listened to the arguments. He had to admit 
that the evidence strongly suggested that this was his son, but it 
just seemed so unreal. 

"When do you want us to head out again?" Astrid asked, eager to track 
their lost heir down and return him to berk. "We almost had him, we 
will catch him next time." 

"There won't be a next time." Stoick said slowly. "We are not 
pursuing them any further." 

"What?!" Astrid exclaimed. "We're letting them go?" 

Stoick rubbed his temples, he had expected this reaction from the 
girl. "Astrid, think about it. If Hiccup wanted to come back here he 
would." Stoick explained. "I want him here as much as the next 
Viking, but we can't force him to." 

"Like hel we can." Astrid said. "We can drag his ass all the way back 
here . " 

"Would that help though, would that make him want to stay, because 
knowing my son, it would make him want to flee." 

Gobber nodded slowly as he listened to the debate. "All we can do now 
is wait . " 

Astrid was furious, they were just giving up on him. "There must be 
something we can do right?" But the girl was also tired, the day had 



taken quite a toll on her. "Right?" She asked again, this time with a 
more pleading tone. 

"It's all up to him now." Gobber said softly as he looked at the 
ground. "He's grown up, we can't force him." He said with a small 
smile on his face. 

"We shouldn't feel down by the fact that he ran from us." Stoick said 
slowly. "My son is alive, and he's healthy and well by the looks of 
it." His voice grew more joy-filled with each passing second. "And 
if, not when, if he decides to return here we will be waiting for 
him . 
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><p>Hiccup sat calmly on a log, sharpening Inferno. He was lost in 
thoughts, the day had went a lot differently than he had hoped, and 
he was pretty tired. The weather was growing colder, and the nights 
were slowly starting to become less pleasant. Waking up every day 
with a freezing pain in one of your legs and in the remainder of the 
other the same cold sting wasn't something they liked. As much as he 
was against the idea of it, they had to settle down for the winter. 
Either in a small village or in ruins that they could make habitable. 
But if they would stay somewhere for more than a week they risked 
being tracked down by Berk.<p> 

"Where will we go next?" Ragnar asked as he came back from the 
bushes, a dead rabbit in his hands. "We can't stay here forever." 

"I don't know yet." Hiccup said as he blew into their campfire, the 
fire dying down a bit before climbing higher than before. "We'll have 
to find someplace before winter." 

"I know of a place where we can go without being hunted by Berk." 
Ragnar said slowly, looking at his friend hopefully. "We could try 
out luck at Berk." 

Hiccup looked back. "Sure, let's go to the people that tried to kill 
us." He said, sarcasm dripping off his voice. "And I'm not quite 
welcome there, remember?" 

"I'm sure your father would love to see you." Ragnar said, hoping to 
lighten the mood. 

"Really? Because 'you're not my son' sounds like banishing to me." He 
said, somehow managing to add even more sarcasm to his speech, while 
also slightly imitating the beefy chief. "And last time I checked 
that meant that you weren't allowed to return to that place." 

"And you keep by the rules?" Ragnar asked, one eyebrow cocked. "Did 
your father also tell you not to train a dragon?" 

"Not specif ically . " Hiccup said quietly. "But that's something 
else . " 

"No it isn't." Ragnar said. "Our entire life's are based off not 
listening. If you hadn't trained Toothless you wouldn't have ended a 
war, you wouldn't have met me." 


"And if you listened you would've been slaughtered." Hiccup muttered 



softly . 


"Exactly." Ragnar said. "We're assassins, we make our own choices, 
our own rules." 

Hiccup's mood slowly rose. "Everything is permitted." He said, 
looking up at Ragnar. 

"Damm right it is." He said as he extended his hand, pulling Hiccup 
off the log. "So, what do you say?" 

"I say it's been a while." Hiccup said slowly. "But it's time to go 
home . " 
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><p>Wave after wave hit the tall, rocky cliffs of Berk, water being 
flung up into the air when each one hit, along with small parts of 
ice. Stoick was done with the day, besides the normal chief ing duties 
that came with the day, he now also knew that his one and only son 
was alive, and he was more than overjoyed. He didn't show the 
village, he had other things to worry about than an entire village 
wanting to track the lost heir down.<p> 

He slowly walked through the village, the night was setting in early 
as ever, like it did every winter. He would dine with Gobber and 
Johann tonight. They did it every so often, since the three of them 
didn't have any remaining family to come home to. Johann and Gobber 
had chosen for this, Stoick had just never remarried. 

He walked past the feeding stations that stood in the centre of the 
village, picking a fallen fish from the ground. He looked up at the 
high bowl and stepped back, preparing to throw the cod back into the 
large metal bowl. He threw perfectly, the fish flying through the air 
and heading towards the bowl. Stoick followed it carefully, and was 
shocked when he felt a large gust of wind and saw a black something 
take the fish from the air. 

He stepped back, his hand on the hilt of his sword. Sure, they had 
lived with dragons for the last few years but old habits die hard. He 
scanned the skies, hoping to find the creature that stole the fish, 
but to no prevail. It couldn't have been a terrible terror, the gust 
was too heavy for that. 

He heard the beating of wings to his right, coming from a house, he 
slowly walked over to it. At the top of it, besides the large wooden 
dragonhead he saw something. A pair of large, green eyes were looking 
right at him. He rubbed his eyes and looked again, finding that they 
eyes had disappeared. 

He stood frozen on the town square, looking around to find the 
strange and mysterious eyes again. They reminded him of something, 
someone, but he couldn't place it. 

He heard another sound this time from the roof of another house. He 
looked at it and found another pair of eyes, small and yellow. 

Peeking across the top of the roof. He decided that he wouldn't lose 
these, for the sake of his sanity, and kept looking. 

"Ah, ya old bastard." Gobber called from across the square, slowly 



walking over to his friend. He had replaced the prosthetic he had 
with a new one of his own, allowing him to walk easier again. "Aren't 
you supposed to tend to the fire?" 

Stock said nothing, he just signalled for Gobber to get closer, 
before pointing at the place where the yellow eyes were still staring 
at him. "See that?" He asked as Gobber got closer and followed his 
stare . 

It didn't take long for the smith to have found the pair of eyes. But 
fortunately he recognised them. "It's a Skrill." He said softly, not 
wanting to scare the dragon. 

"But what is it doing here?" Stoick asked as he inspected the now 
identified dragon. "They don't like people a lot, don't they?" 

"I don't think so." Gobber said as he looked around, his attention 
fixed at another thing directly. "And it's not alone." 

"What?" Stoick asked as he continued to look at the yellow eyes. 
"Another Skrill?" 

"No, two green eyes." Gobber said, trying to figure out what kind of 
dragon that sat there. "A Nightfury." 

Stoick immediately diverted his gaze to Gobber, following his to the 
large familiar green eyes. He was right, it was indeed a Nightfury, 
it was more clear now. The dragons looked like they were ready to 
pounce, and although the two were highly capable fighters they didn't 
dare to go up against two of the most dangerous dragons. 

And to make matters even better Johann joined the scene, a basket of 
food in his hands. He froze when he saw his friend, and slowly 
approached them. 

"Master Haddock, what are we doing?" He asked calmly, hoping for some 
explanation to what they were doing next to a stinking fish-filled 
feeding station. 

"There are two dragons here." Stoick explained. "A Nightfury and a 
Skrill . " 

Johann looked around. They were close to the chief's home, which was 
built a bit higher than the rest of the houses. It was lit by torches 
and it had a stone stairway that led up to it. It was richly 
decorated and looked like it could withstand anything. But his 
attention was diverted to something else. 

On the large dragon head, which was mounted on the top of the 
building, stood a man. Well, stood, he was crouched down, squatted on 
the large head. He wore long grey robes and was frozen still, a hood 
covering his face. 

Johann also spotted a second assassin, this one leaning sideways from 
a decorative piece of wood on the side, supporting himself on the 
roof of the building. Johann slowly walked up to his friends, the two 
men still occupied with the dragons. 

"Excuse me master Stoick." He said softly, watching how the assassins 
followed his move. "But I think they are here for you." 



Stoick turned around, looking at his home. He heard the beating of 
wings behind him, indicating that the dragons flew away. They did, as 
they joined their respective riders on the roof of the house. Stoick 
looked at them, moving his hand away from the hilt of his sword and 
taking on a friendlier stance. The assassins seemed to understand, 
since one of the two, the one of the side of the roof, hooked his 
blade behind a decorative head and swung down, landing with a 
roll . 

He then proceeded to stand up and dust himself off, turning to the 
group at the bottom of the stairs. Stoick stepped forwards, closing 
the distance slowly. The assassin did so too, his metal foot making 
no noise on the cold stone. 

They met halfway, their heads on the same height because of the 
steps. Hiccup slowly pulled moved his hands towards his head, pulling 
his hood off before removing his helmet. 

He hooked his helmet to his side and looked back at his father, 
blowing a stray group of hair out of his own face. "Hi dad." He said 
softly, looking down. Stoick stood frozen in front of him, looking at 
his son. He gently pushed his head upwards, making him look him in 
the eyes. Before grabbing him in a tight hug. 

They didn't speak, they just stood, enjoying the thing the two had 
both dearly missed without realising. Gobber and Johann slowly moved 
up, as did Ragnar. Hiccup broke the hug, looking at the two familiar 
faces . 

Gobber looked at his old apprentice, the boy having grown quite a 
bit. He stood taller, obviously, but also looked more healthy. He was 
still quite thin to Viking standards but the smith could clearly see 
that he had grown quite a bit stronger. He gave the lad a light and 
soft slap across the back of his head, causing Hiccup to look at 
Gobber with confusion. 

"That's for the leg." He said before taking the boy into a hug. 
"Welcome back kid." 

Hiccup patted Gobber on his back, a soft snicker escaping the 
blacksmith. He waited until the smith broke the hug, looking at him 
with watery eyes. He had his hand laid out on the shoulders of the 
smith, looking him in the eyes with a gentle smile. "I missed you." 

He said with a smile. "And sorry for the leg." 

"Don't sweat it." The smith said with a smile, stepping back and 
letting the last person of the group greed their old friend. Johann 
hadn't grown a lot since they parted, and Hiccup now towered over him 
quite a bit . 

"Master Hiccup!" Johann said as he shook Hiccup's hand. "You must 
have quite the stories to tell." 

"Believe me Johann, I do." Hiccup said as he shook the merchant's 
hand. He turned around, showing them Ragnar, who removed his hood as 
a sign of friendliness. "This is Ragnar." 


Stoick looked at Ragnar, the young man looking wary and glad that 
they were on Berk. "He's like a brother." Hiccup said, but he was cut 



off by a rumble from his stomach. 


"Hungry?" Stoick asked the two, who sheepishly nodded. "Good, let's 
eat." He said jovially. 

He guided the two to the door, opening it for them and letting them 
in. The home only had four chairs, so he quickly grabbed a thick log 
from the far end of the room which he could use as a 
replacement . 

Ragnar was surprised, he had never seen the inside of a chief's 
house, and he had to say that he was impressed. It had weapons and 
shields on the walls, more than any other house they had seen. Small 
animals were strung up in front of the fireplace, ready for meat to 
be cut off them. Stoick hurriedly threw some more wood on the dying 
fire, blowing to make it light up again. Luckily for them, it 
did . 

"So, tell me about your adventure." Stoick said as he sat down on the 
piece of log, leaving the actual chairs for his guests. "You must 
have quite the stories to tell." 

"We do." Hiccup said, smiling as he sat down in the chair. "I just 
don't know where to start." 

"Well, last we seen each other you were thrown into the ocean, why 
don't you start there." Gobber said with a sad smile, reliving the 
memory of that day. 

"I found him on a beach." Ragnar said, receiving a tankard of ale 
from Johann. "He washed up with his leg badly hurt, I took care of 
him. " 

"Were are you from?" Johann asked as he took a sip of his own mead. 
"You seem like a Nord." 

"Karnes." Ragnar said with a sad smile, which Johann also quickly 
wore. "It was destroyed around that time." 

"I remember." The merchant said. "I came there every so often. I 
passed it when I saw the smouldering ruins." It wasn't uncommon for 
merchants to find towns and villages in states of destruction, but it 
was usually partial. To find a complete village wiped out from the 
face of the earth was something that you never got used to. 

"I'm sorry." Stoick said, not having wanted to bring up the clearly 
painful memory. "Please continue." 

"I recovered perfectly. I'll never get the leg back but I'm glad to 
be alive." Hiccup said with a mixture of joy and sadness. "Toothless 
found us and we headed South." 

"We lived there for a couple of years, joined the brotherhood of 
assassins and now we plan on just calmly overlooking the peace in the 
archipelago." Ragnar lied. "Just living a calm life." 

Stoick looked back to Hiccup. "And what brought you back to Berk?" He 
asked . 

"It's been a while, it was time to come home." Hiccup said. "And we 



needed a place for the winter." 

"It doesn't really matter why." Stoick said. "You're back, and we 
need to celebrate that." He said, his strong voice booming through 
the house. He stood up and marched to the door. Hiccup quickly 
jumping after him and standing in front of it. 

"Could it wait until tomorrow?" Hiccup asked as he blocked the door 
with his body. "We'd really like a quiet night sleep." 

Stoick cocked his eyebrow at Hiccup, but accepted. "Alright, but it 
will be first thing in the morning." He said as he walked back to his 
log . 

"After breakfast?" Hiccup asked with hope. "We got to be able to 
answer better questions with a full stomach." He argued once he 
noticed the wondering scowl on Stoick 's face. 

"Fine." He said. "But not a second later, agreed." 

"Agreed." Hiccup said with content, finally agreeing with his father 
on his own terms for once. They returned to the fire and continued 
their food. They mainly ate in silence, Gobber had asked Hiccup about 
the steel he used for his blades, but Hiccup promised him that he 
would explain it tomorrow. 

"What about Astrid?" Gobber asked with a mouth full of meat. "She'll 
be pretty 'eager' to talk to you." He said with a suggestive look. 
Hiccup almost choked on his food. He immediately imagined the look on 
her face when she would discover that he was on the same island as 
her. He slowly swallowed his food, looking at the group. 

"As long as she doesn't kill me I'll be fine." He said with a sly 
smile. "And otherwise, a Word's last thoughts should be of home." He 
said, making the group laugh. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Morning came sooner than he had hoped, the sun shining through 
the window and waking the boy up. Hiccup stretched himself out on his 
bed, which he now barely fitted in. He stretched out and pushed 
himself up the wall, forcing himself to sit and wake up. Today he 
would be facing his entire village that he hadn't seen for five full 
years. He lifted the covers off himself and moved to the side of the 
bed, his foot touching the ground. <p> 

He reached over to a shelf near his bed, where his prosthetic lay to 
rest. He grabbed it and checked if the metal foot was still locked in 
place, which it was. He gently strapped the prosthetic to his stump 
and he stood up. He balanced his weight a few times to make sure 
everything was right before walking over to the sleeping roll that 
lay occupied in next to the end of his bed. 

He kneeled down besides Ragnar, who lay on his back, snoring softly. 
"Ragnar." Hiccup said softly, the body of the follow assassin 
stirring inside the roll. Hiccup grabbed his shoulder and shook it 
gently. "Ragnar, wake up." 


An inaudible mumble came from inside the roll, and Ragnar stirred in 
his sleep. He slowly woke up, stretching his arms and legs inside the 



roll. "Leave me be." He mumbled as he turned on his other 
side . 


"Come on, breakfast." Hiccup said, he knew his father, and he would 
probably be having some fish already smoked for breakfast. "You can 
get back to sleep afterwards." He lied, Ragnar would always wake up 
pretty well after being out of bed for a while, but that would first 
mean that he would have to be out of bed, which could be a 
task . 

Luckily, this morning was different, and Ragnar slowly pulled himself 
up, climbing out of the sleeping roll. He rubbed his eyes before 
slowly looking around the room. "Where are, oh right. Berk." He said 
in his sleepy state. He slowly pushed himself up against the wall, 
looking at Hiccup with a tired smile, which quickly turned into one 
of annoyance. "We got to speak to the entire village today right?" He 
asked . 

"Yes, we do." Hiccup said with a gentle smile. Ragnar pushed himself 
out of the roll and got to his feet. He walked over to the dresser 
where his outfit lay. "Can't even get back to bed." He softly mumbled 
as he pulled his clothes on, securing the straps. 

Hiccup did the same, first undoing his leg before putting on pants, 
then reattached his leg. He grabbed a shirt from his pile of 
clothing, which consisted, from top to bottom, of his shirt, the 
leather guard, his chest piece and his shoe. All neatly stacked on 
top of each other. 

He finished dressing himself as he tightened the straps of his 
armour, his hidden blades already strapped underneath his arms and 
his helmet dangling from his side. Ragnar was putting on his last 
boot and Hiccup finished checking his prosthetic. 

"Ready to go?" Hiccup asked. Ragnar slowly finished tying his second 
boot. He stood up and dusted himself off. Hiccup's room hadn't been 
used for a good five years, so his clothes had gathered a lot of dust 
during the night . 

"As ready as I'll ever be." Ragnar said as he checked the last 
straps, making sure everything was tight and secure, before following 
Hiccup out of the room and downstairs. 

Hiccup slowly walked down the open staircase, carefully avoiding the 
steps of which he remembered squeaked, but finding that the years had 
also taken their toll on the old wooden stairs. As expected, his 
father was already downstairs, stirring in a pot of stew. 

"Good morning Hiccup, Ragnar." He said jovially as the two walked 
down the staircase. He grabbed two bowls from a stack of them and 
poured some soup into them, putting it on the seat of a chair. "There 
you go . " 

The two took the bowls before sitting down, as Stoick turned back to 
attend to the fire Ragnar shot Hiccup a worried glance. Most Viking 
males weren't known for their cuisine. Hiccup understood and nodded, 
reassuring him that the food was good to eat. His father had been a 
single parent for a long time, and before Hiccup knew how to cook 
Stoick had taken the task upon himself. 



The two calmly ate, the soup was made of the few leftovers from 
yesterday, making it watery but still good to eat. Along with a piece 
of bread it formed a formidable breakfast, better than they had eaten 
in a good while. They both finished their food at the same time, 
dusting a few breadcrumbs from their clothes. 

"Alright," Stoick began. "I'm going to be addressing the village in 
the academy." He explained as he collected the bowls and stacked them 
together. "Can I trust you two to get there without alerting the 
village? " 

Ragnar and Hiccup looked at each other, a cocky grin plastered on 
their faces. "You can." Ragnar said with confidence. 

"Good, then I'll meet you at the academy." Stoick said with joy. "Any 
questions ? " 

"Yea, just one." Hiccup said. "Where is the academy?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>We find ourselves in another bedroom, one where the light 
couldn't peer in through the window because it was facing away from 
the sun. Inside, a young female lay calmly in her bed, turning on her 
side as she slowly woke up.<p> 

It wasn't common for her to sleep in, usually she would be up at the 
break of dawn. But the previous day had been exhausting, and she felt 
like she deserved a longer night of sleep. She stretched, yawning as 
the last bits of sleep left her, and sat up right in her bed. 

She climbed out of her bed, she sat on the edge of her bed, looking 
out through the small window. The village was already rather busy, as 
everyone was walking through the streets, heading to the academy. 

It was probably almost every villager, all moving towards the 
academy. She scratched her head, trying to remember if there was 
something important today that she forgot. But she couldn't think of 
anything. She quickly dressed herself and walked downstairs, finding 
her parent ready to go out. 

"What's going on?" Astrid asked as she put on her last boot. "Why is 
everyone going to the academy?" 

"Chief wanted to say something." Her father, Inbir Hofferson, said 
calmly. "He was all, well, stoic about it." 

Astrid shrugged it off, probably something about the winter that was 
approaching. But even though it would not be that important she would 
probably have to attend. 

"I'll meet you there then." Astrid said as she strapped her axe to 
her back. It had taken quite a bit of work to get it back from the 
arm of the trebuchet. She opened the door and hurried to the former 
arena, curious to the news that the chief could have to offer. 

**AN: NEXT WEEK! THE BIG REVEAL.** 


**Well, hopefully next week 

J 9 :;k- :;k- 


Took my sweet time didn*t 



**Anyway, I've started the blog, as far as I understand it. It's 
called R4yR4y's writing. Original, I know. You can find it by 
slapping R4yr4ywrit ing in front of , not forgetting the dot between 
the two, and pressing enter.** 

**I'll probably used it for sneak peeks, updates, and news about 
whether I'll be able to update or not.** 

**Anyway, I hope everyone enjoys the chapter and that it'll satisfy 
your cravings for another week, or two. . . .** 

**I'll try to get back on my update schedule, but I can't promise 
anything. I just basically didn't make time to write. My life had 
been mostly studying for exams and playing Skyrim (Which would make a 
awesome Au) . I haven't even had time for Dexter. : (** 

**So yea, I basically just didn't feel like writing, I wasn't happy 
with the reunion and was just postponing it over and over again. I 
just lost motivation for a second. ** 

**That was until I checked the reviews and the PM's again. Which 
brings me to something important:** 

**I am extremely thankful for having such amazing readers, really. I 
can't thank you enough. The feelings that you get as a writer when 
you read reviews are just indescribable. When people encourage you to 
write more and things it's just amazing. I really can't describe 
it . ** 

**So, thank you. Thank you all a lot.** 

**Httyd and various games may be my inspiration, but you guys are my 
motivation. You lot are what's keeping my writing, and forcing me 
express my ideas and stories through this wonderful website.** 

**And with that said: Take Care,** 

-k ^ y ^ ^ 


8. Chapter 8, The big reveal 


**AN: ** 

**Just a quick heads up. All text in italic, **_**so like this,**_** 
is Latin. This basically means that that the Berkians can't 
understand it, whilst out two heroes can speak it without problems. 

k k 

**That's all, enjoy!** 

k k k 


><p>The streets were crowded, almost everyone in the town had headed 
to the arena, curious to the news that the chief wanted to address. 
Some folk had stayed home or at their places of work, of course, some 
vital positions couldn't be missed. Men and women were hard at work 
in the port, lifting a few ships out of the water so that they 
couldn't be damaged by the ice. This way they would start fishing 



directly once the ice had been thawed. The people that couldn't or 
wouldn't attend the meeting relied on family and friends to get the 
news . <p> 

Astrid made her way through the crowded streets. Luckily, Berk had 
relatively wide paths, mainly because of the large amount of large, 
winged reptiles that would have to walk through them. Astrid slowly 
crossed the large stream of Vikings, now nearing the bridge. The 
small remnants of blood that had remained on the bridge had bitten 
into the wood, leaving little stains. It would probably wash away 
after a few good rains . 

The crowd thinned out, not wishing to walk on the bridge with too 
many at once, for fear it might collapse. Vikings weren't exactly 
known for being as light as a feather, so they were careful with 
these kinds of bridges. She walked across the wooden bridge with 
haste, hoping to find a good place to watch the chief's speech. It 
had been quite a while since she had to search for a place on the 
tribunes, since she and the rest of the riders would usually stand 
besides Stoick. 

This time was different though, and because she had effectively made 
her way through the masses that headed to the tribunes, and had shot 
a few mean looks to people, she was standing just behind the front 
row. It was the best place to stand really, because you had a great 
view, and thanks to the excitement of some Vikings there was the 
chance of being over the railing if you stood at the front row. 

She could look into the academy, Stoick standing there, discussing 
some things with Gobber. She couldn't hear it, partly because of the 
distance, but mainly because of the large group of loud and noisy 
Vikings that stood beside her. Luckily, they silenced asked for their 
attention . 

"Hello everyone." He began, his voice silencing all the Vikings that 
surrounded the arena. "The origin for this meeting came to me just 
yesterday, but it's about a subject that has to be addressed." Stoick 
explained loudly, before silently adding. "To prevent casualties on 
both sides . " 

"What is it?" An inpatient villager yelled from the stone ring around 
the former arena. 

"Excellent question." Stoick continued. "It the foreign warriors, or 
Assassins, that have already been spoken about." 

This statement made the crowd erupt, people were arguing heavily, 
everyone voicing his or her opinion about the foreign 'Masters'. But 
luckily they came to a quick halt when Stoick 's voice boomed through 
the arena again. After the crowd had silence he continued. 

"We have news concerning them." He told the villagers slowly. "These 
men have asked for a place to stay for the winter." He said, quickly 
continuing before the crowd could start again. "Now I know!" He 
yelled, getting everyone's attention again. "I know how we feel about 
foreigners. So it's with a relieved hard, and trust me, no one is 
more surprised than I am, that I welcome two men." 

The crowd waited for a second in absolute silence, Stoick waiting for 
Hiccup and Ragnar to show up. But then the silence was broken by 



someone clearing his throat, standing on the bridge. 

The crowd parted like they had some sort of disease, and the hooded 
man took this as an invitation to walk further, making their way down 
the ramp that lead into the arena. The stopped together, each 
standing on one side besides Stoick. 

"I welcome Ragnar of Karnes!" Stoick said with his booming voice, 
Ragnar removing his hood for his introduction. The crowd was silent, 
except for Heather, who was cheering and clapping. Quickly being 
silence by the looks of fellow Vikings, who still didn't trust the 
strangers. Ragnar shuffled on his feet a bit, the young man getting 
rather nervous from the angry and distrusting gazed of the 
crowd . 

"But that's not all." Stoick continued, relieving Ragnar of the gazes 
of the townsfolk. "Because today is a day that we will celebrate for 
generations." He said, earning confused reactions from the crowd. 
"Today, we welcome back the true heir of the Hairy 
Hooligans . " 

Hiccup removed his hood, looking sheepishly at the crowd that 
surrounded him. The people were frozen, shocked. The boy they knew, 
who was now a young adult, had changed a lot. He had grown taller, 
his body still rather lean but also radiating strength and pride. A 
large mob of messy, auburn hair covered his scalp, and his green eyes 
glistered in the morning sun. 

"We welcome back. Hiccup the Horrendous Haddock the third!" Stoick 
yelled with excitement, the crowd erupting in a mixture of yelling, 
applauding, and laughter of joy. "The boy, no, man, who freed us of 
the dragon raids. Who showed us a different truth than we had learned 
from our ancestors." Stoick continued, only allowing the crowd to 
cheer even more. "A hero to our people!" He yelled, before turning to 
Hiccup, who smiled at him with watery eyes. "My son." 

"Don't forget the dragons." Gobber hinted as he looked at the 
positive reaction of the crowd. "We want people to trust their 
dragons too." 

"Right." Stoick said, a bit distracted by the crowd. He cleared his 
throat. "And as we would expect of Hiccup, they brought dragons." He 
yelled, his voice reaching above the sound of the crowd. He turned to 
lads, signalling them to call their dragons. He had expected some 
sort of dragon call, like he had seen their group of riders do some 
times. But instead, Ragnar grabbed a small object, it was white, and 
shaped like a small Skrill. He blew on it, the whistle emitting no 
sound at all. 

The crowd was silent again, curious about the actions of the now 
known assassins. Fishlegs was the first to lose his patience. 

Standing at the front of the crowd, allowing him to see the assassins 
very well, he asked the question that was on the mind of most of the 
Vikings . 

"What are you doing?" He asked with a tilted head, observing the 
whistle in the hands of the assassin. His answer come in the form of 
small pebbles falling down from the rocky outcrop above the academy. 
The crowd looked up, looking into two pairs of large eyes. A Skrill 
and a Nightfury, climbing down the side of the cliff like they were 



ants. Most Vikings immediately recognised the Nightfury, the bright 
red prosthetic tail giving it away. 

Toothless jumped off the wall, landing on the metal roof that was 
suspended above the arena, which began to swing. The Skrill slowly 
climbed down further, the crowd parting again to allow it into the 
arena. Toothless walked to the edge of the roof, making it lean to 
one side. He then quickly jumped down into the former arena, landing 
besides his rider, wrapping his tail around his feet 
protectively . 

"This, as most of us will remember, is Toothless." Stoick said 
loudly, before turning to Ragnar ' s Skrill. "And this is." He began, 
looking at Ragnar in the hopes he would finish it for him. 

"Bolt." Ragnar said with pride. "His name is Bolt." 

"This is Bolt." Stoick said loudly. "As for the other dragons, these 
are not to be harmed, scared or hunted in any way. I'm convinced that 
they roam around safely." He said before turning to the two young 
assassins. "As long as they behave." 

"Understood." The two said in unison. Earning a satisfied smile from 
Stoick . 

Astrid was mesmerised, she had been unctuously waiting for the reveal 
once she saw the two assassins walk in. And even though she had 
expected Hiccup to have changed a bit over the years, she hadn't 
expected to see what stood in the ring. It was Hiccup alright, the 
little, curious, adventurous and clumsy boy could be recognised from 
a mile away. But he was, different. There was something that she 
couldn't describe about him, something 

"Hot" 

She turned left, seeing the female component of the famous Thorson 
twins basically drooling over her shoes. She had to admit. Hiccup did 
look good, very good. But observing him could wait for now, first she 
would have to secure her asset. "Back off Ruff." She said simply. 
"Hiccup is mine." 

Ruffnut turned around, spotting Astrid and cursing herself for not 
looking around properly. And although there wasn't a lot of hostility 
in her voice, she felt that this was a warning to be taken, but, 
there could always be argued. 

"Astrid, a few years ago I wouldn't have said this." She began, 
trying to bring the subject as delicately as possible. "But I think 
there's enough Hiccup for a couple of girls, at least the two of 


"He's mine." Astrid hissed more violently. And once she noticed that 
Ruffnut was about to speak again she added "All mine." 

The female twin sighed, looking at her friend pleadingly. "Please." 
She asked as gently as she could. "Astrid already has dips on the 
other dude." 


"Correct." Astrid said sternly. "And I get Hiccup. 



"It's just not fair." Ruffnut pouted. "I saw him first." 

"And I kissed him first." Astrid said, quickly adding "End of 
discussion." Before walking off, leaving the female twin to drool at 
the new unobtainable boys. 

Some of the crowd had already walked off, the rest was following the 
chief and the two guests closely towards the mead hall, where they 
could exchange stories and tales. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The boat ebbed quietly on the seas, clams and barnacles stuck on 
the hull that would usually lay below the water. But the vessel was 
lighter this time, much lighter, which the captain disliked 
heavily . <p> 

A heavy thud shook through the vessel, as the long, slender and 
tangled body of a Whispering Death landed on the deck, caught in a 
heavy, reinforced net. The dragon thrashed wildly, trying to hake 
it's captors off himself, but to no avail. Extra ropes were secured 
around the lean body of the dragon, and a large leather muzzle was 
strapped around his mouth. Closing the opening filled with razor 
sharp teeth. 

"Get her below deck." The captain yelled as he made a coil out of an 
unused rope. "We don't have all day." 

His men did as obliged, roughly dumping the large, defeated dragon 
into the hull of the ship. A metal lid was closed above the opening, 
effectively stopping any attempts at escape. Once the men were done 
the hull shook again. The dragon underneath the deck attempting a new 
escape. But it was futile. 

"Let's head back." Eret, son of Eret, said as he stood on the deck. 
"He specifically requested a life Whispering Death, we won't be able 
to lay port sooner, so pray the Gods are on our sides." 

"They aren't!" One of the crew cried out as he pointed at the sky, 
where a large four winged silhouette could be seen through the 
clouds . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The mead hall was filled with laughter and cheering. Vikings were 
happily drinking away while they listened to the stories of the two 
young boys. Usually, once a tale involved one of Hiccup's plans, it 
went horribly wrong, but apparently this was the idea behind the 
plan . <p> 

"So then, we lit the hay and oil and in a matter of seconds the 
entire tunnel was ablaze." Ragnar told the crowd with excitement. 

"And it worked as expected, the fire eating away at the wooden 
supports . " 

"Yea, so it didn't take long before the entire system of tunnels and 
rooms collapsed on itself." Hiccup continued. "Bringing down the 
entire castle . " 

The hall filled with laughter again, the Vikings hadn't had good 



experiences with Romans, and were glad that the invading armies had 
stopped somewhere on the mainland. So they hadn't reached the dragon 
invested archipelago. And even though the Berkians hadn't had any 
run-ins with the Roman army so far, they didn't mind the stories 
about them being defeated. 

In the middle of the laughing the two assassins shared a quick look, 
they were letting out just enough details of the stories. There were 
quite some other things that they could tell, but some things were 
best left out. 

Our young heroes however were growing rather tired of the attention, 
being used to living their lives in the shadows they were growing 
rather uncomfortable under the keen eyes of the village. Hiccup 
decided to shift the attention towards someone else. He glanced 
around casually, spotting Fishlegs in the ranks, and remembering that 
if you wanted someone to explains something, Fishlegs could do it in 
a way that would make everybody lose interest. 

"But what has changed around here?" Hiccup said, casually looking 
around the group. "Fishlegs?" He asked with curiosity. 

Fishlegs eyes lit up immediately, and it didn't take long for him to 
ramble the complete story about what happened after the fight with 
the Red Death. He included the search parties that had been send out 
to look for Hiccup, and how they continued after the winter. He 
explained how his father had never accepted the idea of his son being 
dead. He told the stories about how they adapted to living with 
dragons, and he sure didn't spare on details. 

It only took explaining the first full year to make half of the crowd 
find other forms of entertainment, and at the end of the second year 
there were only a few people left. Hiccup was actually pretty 
interested in the story, he was wondering how they adapted to the 
dragons and Fishlegs proved very good in answering the questions. His 
story was interrupted however, since a group of Vikings, which Hiccup 
recognized as friends of Snotlout, walked up to them. 

"Hello Hiccup." One of the guys. Slipknot, said. "You two must be 
really good at running, given you've survived for so long." 

Ragnar shot Hiccup a quick look, and Hiccup could clearly see that he 
was irritated by the comment. Hiccup turned back to Slipknot, a small 
smile on his face. "Believe it or not, we are both more than adequate 
fighters." Hiccup said calmly. "I think we'll even be able to beat 
you . " 

Slipknot didn't like that, he had hoped to just annoy the two boys 
and go off, but he couldn't back down to a challenge. "Fine, a 
friendly spar it is." He said with a fake smile. "We'll see you in 
the arena in an hour." 

The group walked off, busily chatting about the upcoming fight. 

Hiccup and Ragnar shared another quick glance, both feeling confident 
about the upcoming fight. Fishlegs however, wasn't so certain about 
it. The group of Slipknot had often fought people, and usually they 
won . 


"Are you sure about this?" Fishlegs asked as he saw the assassins 
sitting calmly with cocky smiles. "They have a rather large 



gang . " 

Ragnar turned to Fishlegs, a smug smile plastered on his face. "Are 
they with more than twenty-five men?" He asked calmly. 

"No, I think their gang holds eight." Fishlegs answered. "Slipknot 
included . " 

"Good." Ragnar said. "Then we won't even break a sweat." 

"What makes you think that?" Fishlegs asked curiously. 

"We're up against Vikings, who have never fought assassins before, 
and are really underestimating us." Hiccup said as he took a swig 
from a tankard. "They'll do a short and powerful charge, exhausting 
them, and will be forced to fight in a tight group afterwards, 
watching each other's sides." 

"We'll just have to break it up from there." Ragnar said. "Once a 
formation falls apart, tactics mean nothing." 

"How can you be so sure about that?" Gobber, who was calmly 
overhearing the conversation, asked. "People train for these kinds of 
things you know." 

"Yes, but they train in a group." Ragnar said. "They won't expect two 
guys to break their entire formation." 

"A broken formation equals chaos, and chaos can easially be 
manipulated to our own advantage." Hiccup said. 

"Is that what you did to Alvin's men?" Gobber asked. "Break their 
plan and just go for it?" 

"Basically, we first scared them, fear is a strong motivator, then we 
broke their formations so they would attack out of order." Hiccup 
explained carefully. "When a blade is swung it has a lot of force, 
it's easier to change its direction than to block it." 

"This all sounds very nice, but they're Vikings." Gobber said 
sarcast ically . "Chaos is our expertise." 

"Chaos is no one's expertise." Ragnar said calmly. "If you can 
control it, it's not chaos." 

"Indeed, the dragon raids were never chaos." Hiccup explained. "We 
had an organized defence, and the dragons were predictable, going 
after food instead of prioritizing the destruction of 
buildings . " 

Gobber thought about the information for a second, carefully 
listening to what they said. "And the forge yesterday, what do you 
call that . " 

"Well, I had to improvise." Hiccup said calmly. "But I didn't block 
attacks, I just diverted them. Sending Astrid's axe into the wood, 
the Twins into the shields." 

"Yes, and finding my weak spot and taking advantage of it." Gobber 
muttered with an annoyed tone. "You're going to show me how you make 



that steel and how you sharpen it, don't you." 

"When I come around to it." Hiccup said calmly as he stood up. "First 
we have a match to attend to." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The arena was again surrounded by Vikings, a few less than 
earlier the day but still more than half of the village population. 
They were eagerly watching as Hiccup and Ragnar stood at one side and 
Slipknot's gang stood at the other end.<p> 

Slipknot himself stood at the front, he was a short and beefy Viking, 
carrying a large two-handed war-hammer as a weapon. His gang all had 
different weapons, two had swords, three had spears, one of them 
carried a mace and one carried a round spiked shield, which looked 
extremely painful. 

Stoick stood at the top of the ring, the metal cage had been lowered 
to prevent people from interrupting the fight, and to prevent them 
from falling down into the pit. 

"Alright, the rules are simple." Stoick said loudly. "Your aim is to 
disarm or defeat your opponents, not kill them." He raised his hand 
slowly. "Is that understood?" 

Slipknot and his gang nodded calmly, some swinging their weapons on 
their shoulder in a relaxed stance. Stoick turned to Hiccup and 
Ragnar, who stood ready. They had their hoods covering their faces, 
that combined with the fact that they stood in the shadows gave them 
a deadly and mysterious look. 

"Then it's settled, you can begin on the signal." Stoick said as he 
turned to the Viking who was standing next to the large horn. Stoick 
nodded gently, and the Viking blew on the horn with all his might, 
signalling the start of the fight. 

As expected, the entire group of Slipknot charged at the assassins, 
who stood in front of the old dragon pens. The Viking with the spiked 
shield charged at Hiccup, who dove out of the way at the last second, 
causing the shield to embed itself into the wall, rendering it 
unusable. Ragnar had successfully blocked an attack with his halberd, 
twisting it to rip the blade from the Viking who wielded it, 
disarming him. 

The two Vikings quickly ran to the gate, which was opened for them to 
let them leave. Slipknot had noticed the defeat of two of his men. He 
saw how Hiccup dispatched of another one, ripping a mace out of his 
hands with his own hands. They didn't fight like Vikings, clashing 
swords together, they fought like nothing he had seen before, 
effectively working the objective. 

He noticed that Ragnar was busy with one of his friends, who wielded 
a spear. He took this change to swipe Ragnar of his feet with his 
war-hammer, charging at him while holding hit low to his left. But 
hit hammer was suddenly swung towards the other direction, as Hiccup 
had hooked his hook blade behind it and pulled it back. Slipknot 
rolled back a bit before regaining his footing, his hammer still in 
his hands. In the meanwhile, Ragnar had finished two of the spear 
wielding Vikings, moving in on the third. 



His mind was distracted by a short sword that landed at his feet, he 
looked to his left, finding his friend who walked towards the gate, 
defeated. He quickly charged at Hiccup, who had his back turned to 
him. He swung with his hammer. Hiccup quickly ducking underneath the 
weapons. The force spun Slipknot around, unable to stop the large and 
heavy weapon. And he knew he was done for once his back turned to 
Hiccup. An arm wrapped around his neck and he heard a blade 
unsheathe, feeling cold metal against his neck. 

"Surrender." Hiccup whispered calmly, not exhausted by the fight at 
all. Slipknot did as asked, his hammer falling on the ground at the 
same time as the spear of his remaining friend was ripped from his 
grasp. Hiccup let him go. Slipknot leaving his hammer on the ground 
and slowly walking to the gate. 

"The winners are Ragnar and Hiccup!" Stoick yelled as the two 
assassins raised their hand in victory. The crowd started to cheer 
for them, a confused but happy cheer. The battle had gone fast, and 
most Vikings hadn't been able to see what happened before the 
challenging group had been defeated. 

"I hope this clears some things up." Hiccup yelled as he stood in the 
ring. "I am not the same boy who left here, we are skilled and 
dangerous . " 

"Yea, so if anyone wants to try something," Ragnar began, "then they 
are welcome to." Just as he finished his sentence he realised his 
mistake, he just challenged the entire audience, an audience of 
Vikings. People who would choose a friendly spar over anything else 
in the world. He turned to Hiccup, receiving a disappointed look. 

It didn't take long for Spitelout to raise his club. "I want to have 
a shot!" He yelled loudly, a few other adult immediately joining him. 
In just a short moment our heroes stood against their next enemies, a 
group of five Viking adults, wielding weapons and shields, all highly 
trained and experienced. 

The day passed graduate, and Vikings fell left and right, defeated by 
the apparently unbeatable duo. The two had first though that the 
relations with the village would worsen when they defeated all their 
capable warriors, but it appeared to just increase. It became more 
apparent after the battles, when they would receive more cheers and 
praises, getting pats on the back and some of them wanting a 
handshake. In the beginning the audience would cheer for the 
competitors, since they were seen as their own team. But as the day 
continued they slowly started to cheer for the assassins, eventually 
even yelling tips and hints at them, not that they needed 
them . 

Another Vikings weaponry dropped, a loud clatter ringing through the 
arena as the sword hit the ground. The crowd, which had shrunk quite 
a bit, cheered away. Hiccup and Ragnar stood in the ring, rather 
exhausted, but not showing it. The Viking grabbed his swords as 
others came to collect their weaponry, graduating the assassins on 
their victory. The sportsmanship was very good, better than Slipknot, 
who had just left, not wanting to see the village again after his 
defeat . 


Hiccup straightened his back, feeling the bones shift a bit. "Well 



that was fun." He said as he rolled his shoulders. "Time for some 
food . " 

The two assassins slowly walked towards the gate, busily chatting 
with each other. That was until they heard a voice coming from the 
gate . 

"Not so fast." Astrid said as she held her axe with one hand, her 
shield with the other. "I challenge you." 

"We took out a dozen of Vikings at once." Ragnar said confused. "And 
you want to challenge us?" 

"Not you," Astrid said calmly, shifting her gaze to Hiccup. 

"him. " 

Hiccup stood baffled, waiting for Ragnar to say something. But his 
help came in the form of his friend saying. "Fine, I was in for a 
rest anyway." As he walked past Astrid. 

Hiccup muttered a soft insult as he walked back to his position in 
the ring. Astrid was carrying an axe and a shield, granting her good 
defence and heavy attacks. Hiccup slowly formulated a plan in his 
mind, hoping to safely and calmly disarm her to win the 
battle . 

Stoick had already left, needing to continue his chiefly duties. So 
the battles were completely self-organized. "Ready?" Hiccup asked, 
his hidden blades unsheathed and ready to use. 

"I was born ready." Astrid said back with a smirk, rolling her 
shoulders as she readied herself. 

They started to circle each other, the audience watching carefully. 
Astrid was the best warrior on Berk, and she was able to defeat any 
warrior that they send to her. But the day had proven that the 
assassins were also really capable. 

Astrid charged first, axe up high and shield raised. Hiccup quickly 
dodged it, but still receiving a bash from Astrid shield. The shield 
would be able to block most of his attacks so he would have to get 
rid of it. Luckily, his time as Cobber's apprentice had given him 
expert understanding of weaponry, and he remembered how the shields 
were made. They consisted of a steel handle and a leather strap, 
which he could easily cut. 

He waited for another attack, and Astrid did not disappoint. She 
charged again, the same way that she had before. He dived away, again 
almost receiving a bash from the shield, but he evaded it and used 
his Hidden blade to cut the leather strip on the back of the shield, 
causing it to fall out of Astrid' s grasp. He quickly rolled backwards 
after his attack. 

Astrid regained herself quickly after losing the shield, stepping 
back and grabbing her axe with two hands. She didn't charge again, 
carefully waiting for her opponent. 

Hiccup felt good about his little victory, with the shield gone he 
had more chances for small and quick attacks. Still, he didn't want 
to hurt Astrid, so to win he would have to disarm her. But with the 



white-knuckled grip that Astrid had on her axe there was a small 
chance of that happening. 


He charged first this time, his hand on the handle of Inferno, 
extending the blade as he charged. The charge wasn't like the regular 
charge of Vikings, instead of the usual battle cry Hiccup moved 
silent, making no sound as he charged at Astrid. 

He had quickly made a plan on how he would disarm her. Astrid' s grasp 
was too strong to quickly rip it out of her grasp, and she wasn't 
stupid, so she wouldn't fall for him luring her into getting her 
weapons stuck again. No, he would have to try something else. 

Astrid blocked Hiccup's blow with her axe, his blade landing on a 
steel part of the axe's blade, leaving a cut in the metal. Astrid 
pushed into the block with all her force, slowly forcing Hiccup back. 
However, the block was all part of his plan. 

He quickly let his left hand slip from his sword, grabbing the hilt 
of Astrid' s axe. Astrid was distracted by the block, so she didn't 
notice Hiccup's hand until it was touching her own, but at that point 
it was too late. 

Hiccup leaned into the block, angling his blade to force Astrid' s axe 
to the left. She quickly lost grip, the blade forcing her wrists to 
bend ways that they couldn't. Forced to let go, Astrid quickly saw 
her axe disappear. She stumbled forward. Hiccup had quickly stepped 
backwards after he had grabbed the axe, causing the weight that she 
had put into the block to cause her to fall. She barely managed to 
keep herself on her feet. 

She looked at Hiccup, who stood a few steps away, his blade in his 
right hand and her axe in his left. She huffed walking up to him, 
grabbing the axe from his hand, which he so gently extended for her, 
and walked off, muttering some insults. 

Hiccup stood calmly in the ring, part of him proud, part of him sad. 
He had mend to defeat Astrid, because politically that was a smart 
thing to do. Defeating Berk's best warrior single handily sure left a 
good impression for the rest of the town. But anyone could easily 
notice that Astrid was just a bit irritated. 

Ragnar slowly walked down the ramp to meet his friend, watching 
Astrid storm off. Hiccup looked at him with a sly smile. "I would say 
that's not the way to court Viking lasses." Ragnar said jokingly as 
he walked up to Hiccup. "But I believe I would be wrong." 

"I hope you're right." Hiccup said as he watched the blonde walk over 
the wooden bridge, disappearing into the village. "Otherwise I just 
ruined all my chances." 

"Don't say that." Ragnar said as he walked back out of the arena. 
Hiccup following closely. "She'll come back." 

"You think?" Hiccup said as he clicked the hilt of inferno to his 
leg. "Because I question it." 

"I know my women." Ragnar said calmly. "If she won't be back for 
love, it will be for revenge." 



"Great." Hiccup said. "Home for one day, and I'm already making 
enemies . " 

"Well, that's what we're good at." Ragnar said jokingly, before 
looking around if there's anyone near them. "_But we need to make 
plans. He said in Latin. 

Hiccup signalled him to just keep walking, not to arouse suspicion. 
"_I know._" He said. "_But we can't do much until the end of the 
winter 

"_We'll have to wait until after the harshest part._" Ragnar said as 
they walked across the wooden bridge. "_Then we can safely go out 
again 

They slowly walked through the village, discussing the upcoming plans 
in Latin. They received some strange looks from bystanders but 
everyone accepted it. They had both been to some foreign place and 
they it was understandable that they had picked up the language. 

The two calmly walked through the town, and were eventually 
approached by Heather. 

"Hey guys." She said smoothly. "I was hoping to run into 
you . " 

"Why's that." Hiccup relied, still rather wary of the Raven haired 
girl . 

"I just wanted to thanks you." Heather said sincerely. "Without you, 
my whole village would've been destroyed." 

"Not a problem." Ragnar said, smiling warmly. Hiccup looked at him 
from the corner of his eyes before looking back at Heather, seeing 
the same dreamy stare that Ragnar had. He slowly and silently 
left . 

"Well I just wanted to thank you." Heather repeated. "You've saved a 
lot of lives. Including mine." 

"Well, it was my duty." Ragnar responded smoothly. "Would be a shame 
to let such a pretty live go to waste." 

"Ooh." Heather gasped playfully. "Adventurous, mysterious and 
romantic . " 

"Well, I'm a man of many traits." Ragnar said jokingly, earning a 
smile from Heather. "But I know those, so tell me about yourself." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup slowly walked through the streets, being greeted by the 
people he would call tribe a few years back. He was admiring the 
ingenious system for fire prevention when he felt a small pebble hit 
the back of his head.<p> 

Turning around, he quickly met the person who threw it. She walked up 
to him slowly, and he was at a loss for words. The sun shone behind 
her, radiating around her golden hair, which was still tied into the 
tidy braid. She wore the same attire as at the spar they had, and it 



made her look amazing. 


"Hey." Astrid greeted gently. "I'm sorry about storming off, I hadn't 
expected to lose." 

"Doesn't matter." Hiccup said nervously. "I wasn't trying to win 
either . " 

As soon as he said it he cringed, he should not have said that. He 
could see how she angered, before slowly calming herself down. 

"I'm sorry, that's not what I meant." He quickly apologised. "It's 
just, it's been a while." 

"You got that right." Astrid huffed as she sat down on a barrel that 

lay in the street, looking around the town. "What do you 

think?" 

Hiccup wasn't sure if he meant how he thought about her or how he 
thought about something else, luckily, she cleared it for him. "The 
town." She said. "What do you think about it?" 

"Eem, yea." He corrected himself. "It's amazing." 

"You don't know how much you helped." Astrid said. "You're a 
hero . " 

"I'm not so sure about the second part." Hiccup said dryly. "But you 
got the first bit right." 

"What do you mean?" Astrid asked confused. 

"I don't know what I did to do this." Hiccup said slowly. "I don't 
remember it . " 

"You don't?" Astrid asked slowly, the young assassins shaking his 
head gently. "What do you remember?" She asked. 

"I shot down Toothless." Hiccup said. "And made a tail for him, flew 
with him and played with him." 

"That's all?" Astrid asked carefully. 

"No, I also remember the fight with the dragon." Hiccup said, Astrid 
cringing at the memory of the Red Death, but she misunderstood. "The 
one in the arena, which I tried to tame." 

"Yes, anything else?" Astrid asked, feeling like he missed an 
important part somewhere between the fight in the arena and making 
friends with Toothless. 

"I remember him banishing me." Hiccup explained. "After that it's 
just , foggy . " 

"So you remember nothing else." Astrid asked for reassurance. 

"Nothing at all." 

"I'm afraid not." Hiccup said sadly, I only remember waking up in a 
shack with Ragnar, missing the lower part of my leg. 



"Why didn't you come back?" Astrid asked carefully. 


"Why do you think?" Hiccup said with a sarcastic chuckle. "The last 
words I received from my father were 'You're not my son'." 

Astrid was shocked a bit, she knew the two had a harsh, probably one 
sided, talk once Hiccup was dragged into the great hall after failing 
to control the Nightmare. But she never knew what Stoick had 
said . 

"I thought I would be executed if I returned." Hiccup said. 

"Well, at least you're here now." Astrid said as she jumped from the 
barrel, quickly turning around to Hiccup. "Do you have anything to do 
three days from now?" 

"Not that I know of." Hiccup said as he thought. "Why?" 

"We got a dragon race coming up." Astrid said. "Want to 
compete? " 

"Dragon race?" Hiccup asked confused. "What is that?" 

"Awesome." Was all Astrid answered as she grabbed his arm and dragged 
him with her. 
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need to be real. (This is basically where the entire story is 
about . ) * * 
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understand the predicament I'm in with my finals and that can 
tolerate the wait for another week, or two.** 

**Take Care! R4y.** 


9. Chapter 9, Living the life 

"So how often do you guys do these races?" Hiccup asked as he 
followed Astrid, who was showing Hiccup some tricks around town, on 
Toothless. She flew Stormfly through one of the openings in a storage 
barn. Hiccup following shortly on toothless. 

"We one every moon I guess." Astrid explained as she let Hiccup catch 
up, causing the two to gently fly besides each other. "It started a 
few winters back, people were growing tired of the regatta." 

"So you just decided to change a part of our heritage and culture?" 
Hiccup asked jokingly as he flew beside Astrid, Toothless calmly 
scanning the ground and the sky with playful curiosity. 

"Well, what can I say?" Astrid said with a smile on her face as she 
looked at Hiccup. "I learned from the best." 

"I'm sure you did." Hiccup said, not really getting the reference. 
"What are the rules exactly?" 

"Not very much." Astrid said. "One sheep is one point, the black 
sheep is worth ten. You may collect one sheep per round around the 
village. Eirst to ten wins." 

"So you have to carry 10 sheep?" Hiccup asked surprised. "Seems 
challenging . " 

"You have to drop it in your basket." Astrid explained. "Other rides 
can steal it as long as you haven't, well, claimed it." 



"It sounds," Hiccup began, thinking about what to say. 

"Interesting . " 

"Do you want to try a round?" Astrid asked with excitement. "It'll be 
fun . " 

"Sure." Hiccup said calmly, scratching Toothless behind his ear. 

"What do you say bud?" He asked his dragon, who replied with a happy 
warble. Hiccup turned back to Astrid. "He's fine with it, so I'm 

in . " 

"Hope you're ready for defeat." Astrid said as she dove down with 
Stormfly, hoping to find someone who could operate the launcher for 
them. It didn't take too long for her to come back up, and re-joined 
Hiccup in circling about the town. 

"I got Heather to operate the launcher." She said as she came within 
talking distance. "They should figure it out easily." 

"Any other rules I should be aware of?" Hiccup asked before they 
started. "Something like staying on the dragons, or hiding?" 

"As long as no one gets hurt it's all fun and games." Astrid said. 
"Well, not badly hurt at least." 

"Right." Hiccup said, picturing the average Viking trying to steal 
sheep from other stubborn dragon-riding Vikings. "What could go 
wrong?" He muttered to himself, not too fond of the picture. 

Astrid guided Hiccup to the baskets that they had set up for the 
races, a few default logo's already painted on them and a few for 
spare. "This is mine." Astrid said as Stormfly landed on the hatch 
that had a big blue Deadly Nadder head painted on it, using her wings 
to keep balance. "You can use the vacant one." Astrid said as she 
pointed to the most right hatch, which was closed and 
blank . 

"Alright." Hiccup responded as he observed the system from Toothless' 
back. "How sturdy are the sheep?" 

"Time has proven them to be very resilient." Astrid explained. 
"Especially when testing the launcher." She recalled the first few 
days of Snotlout's invention, it had been rough and inaccurate, but 
it worked. In the end, the twins had ended up with more bruises than 
the brave test sheep. 

"We first do a lap around Berk." Astrid explained. "I told Heather to 
launch the sheep when one of us round the corner, we should be able 
to catch it." They had never had an occasion on which the sheep 
couldn't be captured, but everyone could guess that it wouldn't be 
pretty. "Ready?" 

"Yea." Hiccup said nervously, even though he had spent plenty of time 
on Toothless' back, he was tense, this whole competitive race thing 
was certainly a new concept 

"Before we start." Astrid said as Stormfly jumped from the hatch onto 
the platform. "Do you like Stormfly 's tail?" 

"Eerm, I guess." Hiccup answered confused. "Why?" 



"Because you're going to be seeing it a lot." Astrid said with a 
grin, before letting Stormfly leap of the edge and fly away. Hiccup 
sighed and quickly let Toothless follow her already closing the gap 
between the two. Astrid had already showed him the lap that they had 
to take. After the start they would race around the old catapult 
island, where a large water basin now stood. Then they would dive 
down into the stables, flying through them towards the other side of 
the village, once out they would just have to return to the finish, 
so somewhere between the stables and the finish the sheep would be 
launched . 

Stormfly flapped her wings hard, losing speed as she climbed up to 
pass the basin, but gaining it quickly when she dove down towards the 
entrance of the stable. Astrid made a tight corner to enter the 
stables, the dragons and Vikings inside surprised by the sudden 
visit. Hiccup made a larger turn, hoping to keep more of his speed, 
and it worked. As Astrid was in the main underground hub of the 
hangar. Hiccup passed her. His manoeuvring around objects and people 
was astounding, especially since he had only flown the lap once, and 
that was a lot slower. He came out on the other side, Astrid close 
behind him. 

Stormfly pushed herself to her limit, beating her wings with as much 
might as possible, and they were slowly gaining on Hiccup and 
Toothless. This was also due to the fact that Toothless was climbing, 
and thus losing speed as he exchanged it for altitude. Astrid 
chuckled, it was a mistake many beginners made, it was better to keep 
the dragon at level and fast, than have to accelerate again. 

Ragnar and Heather were standing calmly at the sheep launcher, 
happily chatting about bit and bobs that didn't really make sense. 

The conversation wasn't important, they were just happy to have time 
together. "So yea, that's the story behind the scar." Ragnar said as 
he touched his cheek. "Too bad you weren't around to help 


"Well, I can't always take care of you, now can I?" Heather joked as 
she reminded the help she had land after the bar fight. "But I'll 
try . " 

Ragnar smiled as he looked at the Sky. Heather had informed him about 
her task and was all too happy to be able to help her, and now that 
he could see the two black spot rounding the isle he knew it was 
time . 

"There they are." He said as he got off the launcher. "So what do we 
do to launch this?" 

"I'm guessing this is some sort of safety lever." Heather said as she 
grabbed the wooden rod which stuck from the mechanism. "So if we pull 
this . " 

The lock released from the gears, and with nothing to stop the large 
crossbow the basket, in which a cute, fluffy black sheep was sitting, 
was released. It flew into the air with an incredible speed, stopping 
at the top of the contraption. However, the sheep didn't. She 
continued to fly through the air with incredible speed, slowly losing 
momentum as she reached the top of her path. 



Astrid's keen eyes had directly spotted the black figure that moved 
through the sky, and she quickly ordered Stormfly to climb upwards to 
catch the sheep. She had a large grin on her face. Hiccup was quite a 
bit behind, and way too high. 

But the sound of Stormfly 's beating wings quickly faded out below the 
loud whistle of a Nightfury's dive, and with the sheep still quite a 
bit above her she knew that she had underestimated Hiccup 
again . 

"Go! Go! Go!" She said to Stormfly, who was ascending as fast as she 
could, her claws were pointed forward, ready to grab to sheep who was 
still in the air. But it was in fain. A large black blur flew past 
her, diving down into the streets of the town. 

She did the only logical thing, follow it with all her might, the 
only thing that she could see were glimpses of the red tailfin as it 
disappeared behind, corners and inside buildings. 

Ragnar and Heather had made their way to the finish in the meanwhile, 
and they now saw the two dragons and riders chasing each other 
through the village. It wasn't always clear who was chasing who, but 
the two were pretty sure that Hiccup was still in the possession of 
the sheep. And they had a feeling that he was now only playing with 
Astrid . 

Hiccup had a huge grin on his face, and a sheep clutched tightly 
underneath his arm. He had taken it from Toothless so that he could 
jump of building and run short parts, which was very effective. A 
Nightfury was after all not only the fastest dragon in the air, but 
also one of the fastest on the land. 

Astrid was meanwhile hopeful and irritated, she knew Hiccup was 
playing with her, which annoyed her. But it also gave her a chance to 
win, which she still really wanted to. Her plan was to beat Hiccup 
with racing as payback for him beating her in the fight, but it 
didn't turn out like she had hoped. 

Heather and Ragnar had seated themselves on the tribunes, hoping to 
at least be able to view the finish. Hiccup was doing excellent work 
at keeping himself out of sight, and occasionally they could see 
Astrid flying up a bit to be able to cover a larger area, only to 
dive down when she spotted a part of the dark Nightfury. 

The other way to find their location was to listen, over the sound of 
the waves clashing against the cliffs they could now also hear the 
yelling of people in the town, cursing at the two young adults for 
running around the town like small children. 

"He's going to get himself killed." Ragnar said slowly as he and 
Heather were listening to the chaos in the town. "He truly 

is . " 

"What makes you think that?" Heather asked with a chuckle. "I thought 
he and Toothless were great flyers." 

"Astrid." Ragnar said calmly, as he pointed to the baskets. "Astrid 
is going to kill him." 


At the plank stood a calm Hiccup, as sheep in his hands and a grin 



plastered on his face. He carefully put the sheep in his basket and 
walked over to the tribunes where he had seen his two 
friends . 

Heather was confused, she looked at Hiccup, before looking back at 
the village where Astrid was still searching through the town. 
Finally, she decided to look at Ragnar, who had a grin almost as big 
as Hiccup's. 

"What's going on?" She asked confused, not sure what was happening. 
"Where is Astrid?" 

"Chasing Toothless." Hiccup said from the platform with baskets. "She 
still thinks I'm in there." 

Astrid was indeed still chasing her prey, hoping to be able to get 
the sheep back. She had noticed that Toothless had begun to slow 
down, he was probably getting tired. His turns took more time and she 
could slowly see more of his body. What was first the last bit of the 
tailfin was now the entire fabric, and more of the tail slowly came 
into view. 

She rounded another corner, this one leading to a dead end. But 
Stormfly immediately stopped after turning, digging her claws into 
the ground and pulling lumps of dirt out of the ground as she tried 
to stop. At the end of the small alley stood Toothless, a gummy smile 
on his face and his tail waggling behind him, but no sheep or rider 
in sight. 

Astrid, sat back in her saddle. "No, no, no, no." She muttered to 
herself, before quickly turning around and heading for the finish. 
Where she saw a leather clad man standing on the platform, talking to 
two people who sat on the tribunes. 

Stormfly landed on the platform with a loud thud. Astrid checked 
Hiccup's basket, finding the sheep indeed in there. She took a second 
to calm down and turned to Hiccup, letting Stormfly walk over to him. 
She slid off the saddle and landed gracefully on the platform, 
walking over to Hiccup. 

"Congratulations." She said with a small smile, extending her hand. 
"You had me fooled." 

Hiccup reluctantly took her hand, fearing that he might have gone too 
far. "Thanks." He said carefully. 

"Don't worry, I won't hurt you." Astrid said with a smile, like she 
was talking to scared animal. Hiccup felt relief wash over him as he 
relaxed, he had expected something. A kick, maybe a punch something 
along those lines, but nothing came, not even an axe to the throat or 
a balled fist. Nothing. 

"Not while you expect it at least." She said softly, just loud enough 
for him to hear but not for the rest, still smiling innocently, but 
applying a little more pressure to his hand. 

Hiccup didn't know if it was the calm, threatening way she said it, 
or the innocent and lovely smile she gave with it, but it chilled him 
to the bone. He had met some scary people in his life, but they were 
nothing compared to the way that Astrid could speak. It reminded him 



painfully good to the crush that he still felt for the fierce female 
warrior . 

All he managed to do was to give his signature crooked smile, which 
Astrid took as a sign that her message was 
clear . 


r r r r r 


The days went on like this. Hiccup found work at Cobber's smithy, 
which overjoyed the old blacksmith. Sure, his old apron didn't fit 
him anymore, and the chair in his little room was rotten and damaged, 
but it was good to have him back. Ragnar helped where he could, but 
also had found his own work, his family had been carpenters for many 
generations, and the parts of his youth that he had spent with his 
parents had mainly consisted of carpeting and various jobs around the 
village. He was a skilled woodworker, so he often helped at the forge 
where it was needed, handles created by collaboration between 
Hiccup's metalworking and Ragnar ' s woodworking had proven more 
durable and more comfortable than the regular handles, shields could 
take more before being smashed and swords stayed sharper. Hiccup had 
even made some tools from Gronkle Iron, hammers, sickles and other 
general tools. They made their nails with small bits, which meant 
that they hooked their self into the material. They were sturdier, 
but also more difficult to remove. 

Ragnar also helped with building around the village, he helped with 
the frames of houses and with fences. Also working hours a day on the 
richly decorated headpieces for the houses. He could do grand and 
detailed heads of dragons, but he preferred to keep it with the more 
simple design that fitted with the older pieces throughout the 
village . 

Overall, the two made a decent living, and could support their selves 
pretty well. And as the weather grew colder, they earned even more. 
Ragnar ' s job switched from carpeting to woodcutting, something that 
he could also easily do. With the building stopped. Hiccup's work 
switched to sharpening axes and repairing farming equipment that 
broke on the freezing soil. Altough nothing could grow with the cold 
the field still needed to be maintained, so that they could directly 
start planting new seeds once the winter was over. Luckily though, 
the dragons meant that their village could operate even during the 
winter, still making items like clothing and firewood. Fishing and 
farming was impossible, but with the help of dragons and warm 
clothing, small hunting trips were possible. 

But that would only be in a few months, right now, the first snow was 
falling. Which usually meant panic and worry for the inhabitants of 
the village. But since the war ended each winter went better. There 
was more food, even though they needed more to feed the dragons. Ever 
since the peace no one had died from starvation, and each year less 
people died from the cold, with no deaths last year. It had called 
for great celebrations. 

But the first snow now meant that it was time for the last dragon 
race of the year. And Hiccup would compete in it. They had modified 
the most left basket, painting the logo of the assassins on it. 

Hiccup and Ragnar would take turns with the matches, usually one 
would compete and the other one would take the day off and fishing. 



Another basket had been reserved for Heather, who took part in each 
of the races with Shimmer. 


This time Hiccup would compete, and that meant that Ragnar could go 
'fishing'. The dragon races were the only moment that they weren't 
being watched, they had quickly learned that neither of them was able 
to leave the village without being missed, or without people fearing 
that one of them had left. And it helped that both Heather and Astrid 
didn't trust the two to leave the isle without any supervision. But 
during the dragon races the two would be too occupied to watch them, 
and when they returned with fresh fish to prove their stories their 
worries disappeared most of the time. 

Ragnar had gathered the necessary supplies for his little trip, 
complete with a fishing rod and a few hooks. He had left the morning 
with a short goodbye to Heather and Hiccup, saying that he would be 
back in the evening. He took off on his Skrill, leaving the rest to 
prepare for the dragon races. Streets were abandoned, and populated 
by sheep. The horn was manned and the riders took their positions. 

And the last thing Ragnar heard as he flew off was the loud horn, 
signalling the start. 

He flew north, to the places where it was colder and where thick 
layers of snow had already gathered on the ground. Dangerous waters 
where one could easily get wrecked and drown, since the water would 
drain your entire body of heat, putting anyone who fell into it in a 
state of shock in a matter of moments. However, they had noticed one 
crucial thing on earlier trips. There were fresh scrapes on the ice, 
layers of paint and pieces of wood, which indicated that a ship had 
recently passed through here. It was clear that the ship was manned 
with expertized crew, since the scrapes only appeared on really tight 
parts, where it would've been impossible to avoid. They had found 
several burnt out campsites along the water and had finally been able 
to guess where they could find another one. Ragnar slowly flew Bolt 
along the waterline, carefully watching for a ship in the deserted 
waters . 

He spotted it, far away, sailing between islands. The dark silhouette 
was clear against the white ice. It looked heavily armed and ready to 
take down dragons, which confirmed their suspicion about there being 
dragon trappers active in the area. They sailed over to a small 
island, which was covered with snow and ice. They docking at the 
lower side, where a few tents and a small campfire were already 
burning. Ragnar decided to land on the other side, then he could 
sneak up on them to eavesdrop their conversation. 

Bolt landed gracefully, immediately burying himself underneath a 
small layer of snow to hide his large body. Ragnar jumped off, 
sinking into the deep snow, which reached to his knees. He slowly 
made his way to a ridge above the camp, from where he could hear the 
men talk. 

"We need a Whispering Death, it's that simple." A man said, his voice 
stern and direct, probably the leader. "If we don't, Drago will have 
our heads . " 

"But how were you planning to do that?" Another man asked. "We can 
capture them, but that, thing, releases them." This alerted Ragnar, 
it sounded like someone else was trying to stop Drago from gaining 
the dragons he needed. 



"Yea, we can't do anything with that monster coming after us." 

Another man said, sounding scared. "We might as well dig the holes 
ourselves . " 

"First of all, that thing isn't a monster, just some person who's 
stealing our dragons." The leader yelled at his men. "Secondly, if we 
don't get Drago his dragons we'll have bigger problems than digging 
some hole. We'll be digging our own graves." 

Ragnar shifted a bit, getting more comfortable with his position. He 
was going to be here a 
while . 


The last sheep was picked up from the ground, and Heather quickly 
carried it towards her basket. But before she made it out of the 
village it was grabbed by Astrid, who was hanging upside down from 
Stormfly's claws. She quickly dropped the sheep in her basket, which 
now counted four of the ten sheep. Hiccup had three, and Heather had 
one, just like the twins and Snotlout. 

The horn sounded, signalling that the black sheep was being launched. 
Gobber stood next to the launcher, talking with the black sheep. "You 
know the drill." He said to the small, fluffy animal as he pulled the 
lever. Launching the sheep straight into the air. Astrid, who had 
found her regular position in her saddle again, knew that she would 
have to grab the black sheep to win, so she quickly headed for 
it . 

The twins got it first though, flying off with the black wool as they 
cheered with glee, believing that victory was near. However, their 
luck was short lived, as Heather dove onto them with her Shockjaw. 

The twins dropped the sheep from the small shock that they received, 
and it was quickly caught by Fishlegs. 

He flew straight to his basket, hoping to win a game for once, he had 
only won one game once, and that was when he teamed up with Astrid 
the first time they played it. But since his sensitive and gentle 
dragon wasn't the fastest, he usually lost. He was almost his basket, 
holding the sheep up high to dunk it into the net, but it was grabbed 
by the claws of a Deadly Nadder, a blue one. 

Astrid flew quickly, looking beneath her mount to discover that it 
had worked, and they had the sheep. She quickly turned around and 
headed for her own basket. Stormfly dropped it quickly, the sheep 
heading straight for her basket. Hiccup and Toothless were diving in 
on the falling sheep, but they weren't fast enough. She was ready to 
fly her round past the tribunes like she had always done before 
Hiccup and Ragnar came, when she would still win. But a loud gasp 
shattered her hope. 

She looked back, seeing Hiccup had jumped off Toothless and had 
grabbed the sheep in mid-air, preventing it from falling into 
Astrid' s basket. The crowd went wild, cheering and yelling at the one 
legged boy who stood in the middle, holding the black sheep. All the 
riders around him turned their dragons around, diving straight for 
him. 



Hiccup ran as fast as he could, first diving away to avoid being 
smashed by Meatlug, then ducking to not get electrocuted by Shimmer. 
He had a close call with the twins, but they managed to screw up 
themselves at the last moment, but now came his biggest fear. Astrid 
was diving straight down, Stormfly's wings folded to dive as fast as 
possible. He quickly dived the last part, and felt the claws of the 
Nadder wrap around his leg. 

Astrid flew up again, knowing that Stormfly had grabbed Hiccup, she 
turned quickly around and headed for her own net, tossing the boy 
into it. She did a quick loop as she heard the crowd cheer. Stoick 
was laughing in his chair and Gobber was also dying from laughter. 

She slowed Stormfly down and let her hover. 

Stoick slowly calmed down, ready to announce the winner. He stood up 
and put his hands to his mouth, amplifying the sound of his speech. 
Astrid landed Stormfly on the platform and listened carefully. 

"And the winner of this year's last dragon race is. Hiccup!" Stoick 
yelled, earning more cheering from the crowd. Astrid turned around 
Storming to his basket, and finding the black sheep in there. She 
walked back towards her own net, out of which Hiccup was currently 
trying to escape. 

Hiccup was having mixed feelings again, he was glad that he had won, 
but he didn't think that Astrid would be too happy about it. But that 
was something to worry about later. He climbed up through the 
netting, reaching out to the rim of the wood, which was padded with 
leather to prevent sheep from breaking anything on the rim. He slowly 
pulled himself up, until his torso lay on the wood again. 

He stopped however, feeling an angry but familiar stare on him, 
something that he had grown to sense in his short time back home. He 
looked up, seeing the blonde Viking standing there, looking down on 
him. He gave her a sly and cocky smile, which in hindsight wasn't a 
good plan. He kneeled down to where he was and with a quick push 
shoved him back into the net, before closing the hatch and sitting 
down on top of it. 


Ragnar arrived, as said, in the evening. Finding that the entire 
village was calmly carrying on as usual. He landed his dragon near 
the Haddock household, where he slept regularly. He was quickly 
greeted by Stoick, who was heading home. 

"Oy, Ragnar." The bulky chief said as he saw him dismounting. "You 
are needed." 

"What?" Ragnar asked confused. "Where?" 

"The race's finish." Stoick said. "Astrid trapped Hiccup and she 
refuses to let him go." 

"Do I want to know what happened?" Ragnar asked as he mounted Bolt 
again . 

"He's too stubborn to apologize and she's too stubborn to let it go. 
Stoick explained. "It really doesn't surprise me." 



Ragnar quickly took off, flying towards the finish, where he could 
quickly see Astrid sitting on her hatch. He landed next to the hatch 
he and Hiccup shared, walking over to Astrid and Heather, who was 
trying to convince her to move. 

"So, what did I miss?" He asked as he approached the two, noticing 
that Astrid had a huge grin on her face. 

"Astrid' s a sore loser." Come a soft voice form underneath the 
planks . 

"I heard that." Astrid said playfully, kicking her heel into the 
wood . 

"Right." Ragnar said. "Anything else I should know?" 

"I'm not leaving before he apologizes." Astrid said. "I don't care 
how long it takes." 

"Alright, and Hiccup?" Ragnar asked as he looked over the edge of the 
platform. Seeing the boy lying in the netting along with a few sheep. 
"You got anything to say." 

"I have nothing to apologise for." Hiccup said as he leaned against 
the rope, lying on a bed of fluffy sheep. "I didn't do anything 
wrong . " 

"Alright, what about your dragons?" Ragnar said, hoping to distract 
the two. "They must be lonely right now, shouldn't you be thanking 
them for the race?" 

"Stormfly's over there." Astrid said as she pointed to the empty 
tribunes, which the Nadder was currently scanning for interesting 
things. ""She's ready to sleep on this latch if she had 
too . " 

"That's not what I was hoping to hear." Ragnar muttered. "Where is 
Toothless ? " 

"He's also down here." Hiccup yelled, Ragnar laid down and peered 
down the edge, now spotting the large black dragon who had hung 
himself upside down form one of the beams. "He likes to watch this 
unfold and poke me now and then." 

"Alright." Ragnar said as he climbed back up, sitting next to Heather 
and Astrid. "So how can we resolve this?" 

"Hiccup needs to apologise." Astrid stated sternly. "It's that 
simple . " 

"Well, I don't think he is going to." Ragnar said calmly, feeling 
like he is dealing with a dragon egg that is about to explode. "Do 
you have any other proposals?" 

"No, just an apology." Astrid states clearly. "Nothing more, nothing 
less." She adds, directing the last part downwards towards 
Hiccup . 

Ragnar sighed, the stubbornness of Vikings was truly unmatched. 
"Hiccup, can you find a way out?" 



"I left my blades at home today." Hiccup said from underneath the 
planks. "And Toothless refuses to chew through the ropes." 

"Have you asked nicely?" Ragnar yelled down, looking at the large 
black dragon who was calmly watching his rider's predicament. 

"I promised him many belly rubs and neck scratches, but he's a really 
hard bargain." Hiccup said. "The lizard is being stubborn again." 

He could see how the dragon extended his paw far enough to hit the 
trapped assassin on the back of his head, which was followed by an 
annoyed 'Would you stop that?'. 

"If you'd just swallow that pride of yours you could get out of there 
half a day ago." Heather yelled down. 

"If Astrid did the same than we I wouldn't be in here in the first 
place." Hiccup yelled back. Receiving an angry glare from Astrid 
through the creaks in the boards . 

"He's been in there for a half day?" Ragnar asked surprised. "Has he 
eaten? " 

"Don't worry." Heather said. "The twins brought him food and 
water . " 

"The twins?" Ragnar asked with a mixture of surprise and confusion. 
"Why would they do that?" 

"They knew this would go on longer if Hiccup had eaten." Heather 
responded. "People around town are starting to make bets who's going 
to break first." 

"Gods, why is this such a problem?" Ragnar asked as he unstrapped his 
hidden blade from his arm. 

"If you give that to him," Astrid began. "I'll kill you." She added 
sternly, her eyes set to kill. 

"Understood." Ragnar said as he sat down on the wood, carefully 
positioning himself above a wide crack. He looked at the tribunes, 
where Stormfly was now preening herself to look good. "You're dragon 
is really pretty." Ragnar said, causing both the girls to turn their 
heads to the large, bird-like dragon that was preening herself on the 
tribunes . 

"She truly is." Astrid replied as she observed her Dragon. Meanwhile, 
Ragnar a loose nail from the floorboards and held it down the crack, 
hoping that Hiccup would see it. Sure enough, he quickly felt the 
nail being gently pulled from his grasp. Right as Astrid turned back 
to him. 

Ragnar quickly scratched his chin and looked at the Nadder, before 
looking at her with an innocent gaze. She turned to Heather, who 
merely shrugged, indication that she didn't know of anything. 

"Well, I better get going." Ragnar said as he stood up. "Got a day of 
work tomorrow." 



"I'll walk with you." Heather said as she also jumped to her 
feet . 

Astrid sad quietly on the hatch, with her company gone, and her 
patience thin, she turned to her only form of entertainment. "Ready 
to apologise?" She asked as she laid down on the hatch, staring at 
the sky. 

"No." Hiccup said from beneath her, busily pulling little pieces of 
fibre from the thick rope. He only had to open one hole and he would 
be able to go through it. He slowly picked small patched of fibre and 
pulled them to himself with the nail, snapping them and then 
repeating the process with the next batch. It was a slow and tedious 
process, but it worked, and that was the important part. "Are you 
ready to move yet?" 

"What do you think?" Astrid asked as she noticed that Stormfly came 
to her. She gently patted her dragon when she came over, the large 
dragon not minding the trapped heir since she got treated, and her 
rider was happy, so how bad could it be? 

"I'm giving you one last chance Hiccup." Astrid said. "I'm heading 
home soon, but I'll keep Stormfly on here." But her threads were in 
vain, when she didn't gain a response from underneath her she stomped 
on the hatch a few times, before finally checking underneath the 
platform. She could see the netting with the sheep in it, but Hiccup 
was gone, and a small hole was made in the netting. Toothless had 
also left, probably followed his rider home in the hopes of 
food . 

She sighed, and after releasing the sheep headed home, 
tired . 

**AN: ** 

***UPDATE: I reuploaded this because I didn't finish the layout, the 
long black lines and that sort of things, also left the chapter 
overview at the bottom. I'll leave it there to give you guys an idea 
of my writing, but I did make it a bit more prettier like it usually 
is, I just didn't have much time yesterday.* ** 

**Well, here it is. As promised, somewhere around last weekend. 

:D** 

**Yea, I really need to get my shit together.** 

**Anyway, Expect a new chapter next week, and I'll try to get back to 
my regular uploading schedule. ** 

**Yea, the AN is pretty short, because I am tired. It's almost 12 o' 
clock where I live, and I still need to upload this.** 

Intro: (2000) 

Elying around, explaining racing. 

Playing a race, which Hiccup wins. 

Astrid is annoyed but doesn't go crazy. 



Middle: (2000) 


Some way to do a time skip. 

Explaining life in the village and the imminent winter 

Another dragon race, one of the two participates while the other goes 
to secretly gather information. 

Ragnar heads out, disovers that Drago wants a whispering death but 
someone is stopping him. 

End: (2000) 

A bit of the race itself. 

Eunny jukes of hiccup winning 

Ragnar and Hiccup find a quiet place to discuss their new 
discoveries 

Whispering Death stuff, someone is preventing the trappers of doing 
so . 

Might be another assassin that they didn't know of. 

Should visit. 

Need to find a moment when they can both leave. 

**As you can see I didn't manage to fit everything in the chapter 
that I wanted to, so you can expect that in the next few chapters. 

-k k 

^^Take Care^^ 
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10. Chapter 10, An eventful Snoggletog 

The winter had been relatively calm, and now that it was reaching its 
halfway point the town was full of activity. A lot of the snow had 
been melted by some of the dragons, which now eagerly helped with the 
preparations for the annual holiday. Houses were decorated and a 
large wooden tree had been built in the centre of the town. 

People were working actively, putting up decorations and gathering 
materials for the feast that they would hold that evening. Half of 
the town was busy with the decorations, draping them across their 
buildings and putting them on every spot that was left undecorated. 
The other half was busy preparing for the feast, bringing food from 
the storage barns to the great hall and chopping firewood for the 
large fires that they would light to keep the hall. Vikings and food 
warm. It also helped to have a supply to last for a few days since a 
few days after Snoggletog the village would still be pretty quiet. 
After two or three days the dragons would return, which would also be 
around the time that most of the village has had enough sleep and 
rest to be able to function properly again. 



Ragnar carefully avoided a row of barrels which were rolled up the 
hill towards the great hall by some of the inhabitants of the isle. 
They had some momentum and people neatly avoided their path to let 
them keep it. The barrels were probably filled to the brim with 
various beverages, most of them alcoholic. Behind them followed a few 
shepherds, who were escorting a small selection of the town's 
livestock to head towards the hall. Crates of fish and barrels of 
honey also made their way towards the hall, along with a broad 
selection of vegetables and herbs. 

The village was a sight to behold, everywhere you looked were richly 
decorated houses and various other decorative construct ions . The 
people were already in a cheery mood and were ready for the feast 
later that evening. The weather wasn't all too pleasant. Every now 
and then a strong wind would burst out and chill everyone to the 
bone. Luckily the Vikings society was a rather open one, so it wasn't 
strange for a group of people to quickly find shelter inside 
someone's house. 

But, just like every year, the dragons had their mating period, and 
would leave somewhere that day. This year was no different, it was 
calm and quiet, and everyone was back outside when the first dragon 
took to the skies. Everyone who was still mounted on a dragon quickly 
slid of their back. Saddles had already been removed for the day, 
since they wouldn't be needing it on their journey. 

After first dragon, many more took to the skies. Other flocks emerged 
from behind the mountain, and the Berkian dragons quickly joined the 
migration. It was a sight to behold. The first time it happened the 
Berkians had been fearful, scared even, fearing that the dragons were 
being enslaved again by some larger dragon. But after the safe return 
a few days later, accompanied with their babies. They decided that it 
was instead a beautiful thing to behold. 

That and the fact that Dragon eggs exploded, and that Astrid had 
managed to get a hold of a few. 

The last of the dragons disappeared into the clouded horizon, and 
Stoick was carefully watching from the entrance of the great hall. 
Beside him stood Gobber, who was watching the last barrel roll into 
the hall and into storage. 

"And that's forty seven." He said with a big smile, excited for the 
feast that they were about to have. "Everything is here 
Stoick . " 

"Good." He said calmly, watching over the decorated village. "Sound 
the horn . " 

Gobber nodded gently, before waving his arm in the air, signalling 
the lonesome man who stood at the horn for the dragon races. He blew 
on the mouthpiece with all his might. The horn sounded loudly, 
signalling everyone in the village and in its outskirts that it was 
time for the feast to begin. 

The villagers cheered and laughed, now Snoggletog had officially 
begun. Everyone in the village headed for the great hall, which was 
large enough to fit the village and a few more. Slowly but surely the 
village became deserted. 



As the last people entered the hall the large doors were closed, and 
the celebrations could officially begin. Hiccup and Ragnar stood at 
the far end of the hall, chatting about their first Snoggletog with 
an actual tribe. 

"Nope, never." Ragnar said calmly, answering a question about their 
previous Snoggletogs . "We've never stayed at a tribe for the 
celebrations . " 

"Not even in Roma?" Johann asked after he took a sip of his 
drink . 

"We were never there." Hiccup answered. "We always came to the 
archipelago . " 

"The dragons still needed to mate." Ragnar added. "So we would head 
out for a few weeks." 

"But where did you stay?" Another Viking asked curiously. "Surely 
tribes wouldn't have let such foreigners stay with them." 

"We've never tried." Hiccup answered. "We stayed at the breeding 
grounds . " 

"Toothless and Bolt have the instinct to breed, especially since they 
are both rare dragons." Ragnar said. "We haven't had any luck so far 
though . " 

"Well, maybe someday." Fishlegs said as she scanned the crowd. "Oh, 
erm, I'm going to grab some food." He suddendly said, quickly 
disappearing into the crowd. 

"I'll join him." Johann said as he slowly moved towards the place 
where they last saw Fishlegs. Before also disappearing into the 
masses . 

"What was that about?" Ragnar asked confused as he looked around, 
finding that the other two Vikings which had joined in their talk had 
also quickly left. 

"I have no idea." Hiccup said calmly as he scanned the crowd in the 
hopes of finding them, but to no avail. "They seemed scared." 

"Hey guys!" Astrid said as she emerged from the crowd. Holding a 
shield with a large flacon and two tankards. "Have you had a cup of 
cheer? " 

"No, but it sounds lovely." Hiccup said absently, still scanning the 
crowd. He absently grabbed the tankard from the shield and took a big 
gulp, which immediately brought his attention to the drink. 

"It's called Yaknog." Astrid said with a smile, turning to Ragnar. 

"Do you want some too Ragnar?" 

Ragnar, who was pretty distracted by the way his partner seemed to be 
dying inside quickly turned to Astrid. "No, no, I still have some." 

He quickly said, grabbing an empty tankard from a nearby 
table . 


"You're holding it upside down." Astrid said with a confused 



tone . 


"Well, that explains why it's empty." Ragnar said. "I better get some 
more then." He grabbed Hiccup's arm and quickly dragged him into the 
crowd. Leaving Astrid with her Yaknog. She calmly grabbed Hiccup's 
tankard and placed it back on the shield, searching for other people 
who might like a taste. 

Ragnar quickly dragged Hiccup into a storeroom, where he gladly 
emptied his mouth. The Yaknog quickly dropped on the ground. 

Much was to be said about the Viking cuisine. Although it wasn't that 
developed, and mainly consisted of basic cooked food or boiled stews. 
It truly shone when they had their feasts, the honeyed meat and 
smoked fish dishes were delicate in these regions. They were often so 
well prepared that even outsiders, if allowed to partake in the 
festivities of a tribe, would agree that it was better than anything 
they had tasted. 

But for every rule there is an exception, and for this one she was 
called Astrid Hofferson. Even as a kid Astrid enjoyed cooking, but 
because of her dedication to her physical training she wasn't good at 
it. This didn't stop her from trying though. Ever since she thought 
about the idea of making a special brew for the holidays a few years 
back she hasn't given up on the idea. Sadly enough, she hasn't 
improved it either. 

Every year she would wander the hall with one or two flagons of 
yaknog as she called it. The brew was something special indeed. Since 
no one really wanted to donate anything to Astrid' s cause it usually 
left her with only yak milk, but since that wasn't a proper beverage 
she would add a few eggs, shell mostly excluded. Since a most of the 
festive drinks contained alcohol they had some time to ferment. The 
first time, Astrid had just taken some mouldy milk, which in her mind 
equalled the fermenting process at least some bit. The other years 
however, now that she had more time to prepare for the festivities, 
she actually lets the mixture ferment, which leads to the thick, soft 
lumps that are present in the mixture. 

The last of the Yaknog fell on the ground, and Hiccup stood over it, 
panting heavily. 

"You had to puke from it?" Ragnar asked in horror. Not believing that 
it was that discussing. He had seen Hiccup eat raw fish that 
Toothless had regurgitated. "Actually had to puke?" 

"That's not puke." Hiccup said with a broken voice. "That's the 
drink . " 

"That's the drink?!" Ragnar exclaimed. "It has lumps in it!" 

"It has lumps in it." Hiccup slowly repeated. Wobbly on his feet and 
sitting down on a barrel. 

"Stay here." Ragnar said. "I'll get you something to wash your mouth 
with . " 
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><p>The waters of the Nordic archipelago had always been dangerous. 



The seas were filled with strong currents and deadly predators. Not 
to talk about the dangerous colds it could reach when winter came. 

But along with the cold water came another problem. Ice.<p> 

The winters were often so cold that entire Harbours would freeze 
completely, rendering them inoperable. If they weren't they would be 
the home of large floating pieces of ice, which would sink any ships 
passing through. 

Just like most ports, Berks docks were frozen completely, a long 
clean strip of ice stretched out towards the sea. Making it 
impossible for ships to dock, because the wooden bows would be 
smashed to splinters by the frozen water. This meant that no guards 
were needed because Berk was now inaccessible . 

However, ships did approach, their bows covered with thick sheets of 
metal, shoving the floating pieces of ice out of their way. Five of 
them, the small armada of ice breakers sailed straight for Berks 
harbours heading for the thick sheet of ice that lay in front of 
it . 

The first ship hit the ice, breaking it with the armoured bow. It cut 
deep into the sheet of ice, the other four ships following, two on 
either side. Eventually the ice grew too thick, stopping the ships. 
But, at this point the ice was thick enough to support some weight, 
which meant that the attacker could easily walk into the town. 

One by one soldiers came from the ship, careful not to walk on the 
ice with too many people at once, since it might break because of 
their heavy armour. They wore strong steel plate armour, over which 
they carried white robes with a large red cross on it. Most of them 
carried swords, some along with a shield and some only carried a 
large pike with a flag. White with a red cross. 

They gathered on the wooden docks, forming their ranks and marching 
up towards the town. They were even more organized than the guards 
that Alvin had brought. These were fully trained Templar knights, a 
breed of skilled warriors with one goal. Guided by the Order of 
Templars these men were tasked with following their leader to the 
bitter end, so he may help the Order achieve dominance over the 
savages of the lands. 

They marched as an army, heading through the deserted town and 
towards the large building that was carved into the mountain. Their 
hall, so sturdy and strong would now become their trap. 

The men gathered at the front of the doors, standing lined up and 
ready for a fight. Their leader stepped forward, he was a short man 
compared to the tall Vikings, as were most of the knights they had 
brought with them. But that didn't matter. Their information told 
them that every Viking would be unarmed and possibly slightly drunk 
by now. So they had a huge advantage. 

A drunk Viking stumbled out of the door, getting some fresh air 
before he continued drinking. Once he was out of the doors he tripped 
and fell on the ground, groaning loudly. The leader calmly walked up 
to the man, helping him up. He cleared his throat, speaking in a 
language foreign to him. "Excuse me sir." He said politely. "Could 
you please get your 'Chief' for me, I need a word with him." 



The drunken man looked at the Leader, who was just a bit shorter than 
him, he wore fancy, shining steel armour, which had small gold tints 
to it. It was polished and rather unshaved. And looked in pristine 
condition compared to the armour of the knights behind him, which was 
beaten and worn. 

He quickly climbed back to his feet, swaying a bit from left to right 
before heading back into the hall. Inside, he made his way through 
the crowds of people. Searching for Stoick. He eventually found him 
with Gobber, both calmly talking about the past year. 

"Chief!" The drunk Viking blurted out as he stumbled to Stoick. 
"There's some lass who wants to speak to you." 

Stoick sighed, putting his tankard down and excusing himself. "Must 
be Mildew, complaining about the noise again." He muttered to Gobber, 
who nodded and continued his drink. He walked through the masses and 
headed out of the door, being greeted by a small army of 
knights . 

Stoick stood frozen, not sure if these men were hostile or not, and 
puzzled about how they landed on the isle. 

"Are you Chief Stoick Haddock of the Hairy Hooligans?" The leader 
asked calmly. 

"Aye." Stoick said. "Stoick, the vast. Haddock of the Hairy 
Hooligans." He corrected. 

"Splendid." The leader said calmly. "I apologise for interrupting 
your festivities, but I wish to speak to you and your 
generals . " 

"What do we have to discuss?" Stoick asked warily. "What is your 
business here?" 

"I wish to discuss a peace treaty." The leader said. "My goal is to 
prevent as much bloodshed as possible." 

"Can the others continue the festivities?" Stoick asked calmly. "It 
would create disorder if I were to suddenly call them off." 

"They can, under supervision." The leader spoke. He quickly gave a 
few orders in Latin for a handful of guards to stay to guard the 
large doors. "Shall we?" 

Stoick thought for a second, but then decided that it was better to 
follow for now than to let an army of trained warriors storm into the 
mead hall full of unarmed villagers. "Let me get my people." He said, 
as he disappeared into the hall. 

He was quickly greeted by Gobber, who was coming over to the door to 
help Stoick if Mildew was being trouble. But before he could ask 
anything Stoick spoke to him. "Gobber, I need you to guard the door." 
He said without explanation. "No one can go out." 

Gobber trusted his friend and chief. "Should I bar it?" He asked, 
looking at the large oak wood beam that they could use to effectively 
seal the doors . 



"That would be best." Stoick said calmly. "I'm heading out with 
Spitelout and the riders." 

"What's going on outside?" Gobber asked, curious about why he was 

heading out and why he had to bar the door. "Something 

bad?" 

"Maybe." Stoick said. "Man clad in iron, a red cross as their 
symbol." He sighted. "They speak of peace while they are dressed for 
war . " 

"I'll get the riders and Johann." Gobber said as he walked off, 
turning after a few steps. "Should I get Hiccup and Ragnar?" 

"We better leave them out of this." Stoick said. "I think this is one 
of the things they haven't told us." 
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><p>The negotiation were held in the arena. Where Stoick, accompanied 
by Spitelout as advisor, was talking with the Templar leader. Johann 
was present as translator, but it wasn't necessary, since the Templar 
leader spoke proper Norse. <p> 

"Our term are simple." The leader, who spoke calmly. "We are granted 
access to your village and are allowed to set up various camps on the 
island. In return we will give you protection and a pledge that no 
harm will come to your people." 

"Vikings are not too keen on strangers." Stoick said calmly. 
"Especially since southern isles have been having trouble with 
Romans. Our allies and companions will think of us as traitors if we 
side with you." 

"And this matters why?" The leader asked. "Our informant tells us 
that this village is thriving on all sides, you don't rely on trade 
or allies." 

"Aye, and although strategically strong, we can't stand an organised 
and long term siege." Stoick said. "If we side with Romans all the 
tribes will turn against us." 

The leader sighted, the negotiations weren't moving forward as he had 
hoped. "Alright, let's return to this point at a later stage." He 
said as he rubbed his temples. "I had another question I was hoping 
that you could inform me about." 

"And what would that be?" Stoick asked, glad that the negotiations 
had gone smoothly so far. Although they were surrounded by possibly 
hostile soldiers his free speech remained in the negotiations and the 
Templar leader was willing to listen to him to. 

"We have lost on of our, associates, in this region." He explained 
calmly. "I was hoping that you might have information about the death 
of Alvin the Treacherous." 

Stoick sighted. "Aye, Alvin met his fate on this isle." He explained. 
"During a rather hostile visit." 

"Sir Haddock, this is important." The leader began. "Is there any 



possibility that Master Treacherous met his fate by the hands of 
assassins ? " 

Stoick looked at Spitelout, who merely gave a stern look 
back . 

"Yes . " 
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><p>The guards outside the hall were calmly chatting away, they had 
made a small fire to ward of the cold and were discussing the 
horrendous task that they had been assigned. None of them had wished 
to go to this barren Nordic wasteland, but the task was here, so here 
they were.<p> 

They didn't mind staying this far up north too much, but the presence 
of the Vikings unsettled them. These, in their eyes, savages were 
only capable of murder and destruction, and they didn't understand 
why they had to be reasoned with. 

One of the men went to take a leak, heading out a few paces to find a 
clear spot before doing the deed. As he was emptying his bladder he 
calmly continued taking, sometimes shivering when a cold wind passed 
by. When he was done he quickly retied his clothes and turned around. 
Only to be met with a bolt to the chest. His body dropped quickly, 
making a crispy thud as he hit the fresh snow. 

The remaining soldiers jumped to their feet. Readying their weapons 
as they looked at the lifeless body that now lay in the snow. They 
quickly formed defensive ranks and prepared themselves. One of them 
looked at the door, noticing it was still closed. They didn't 
understand who had attacked their fellow Templar, that was until he 
showed himself. 

Ragnar emerged from behind a building, his crossbow on his shoulder, 
another bolt loaded. The Templars were shocked, they had expected a 
lot, hell, they had heard that there were dragons in this area, but 
they hadn't expected any assassins. Ragnar pulled his crossbow from 
his shoulder aiming it at the group, switching from man to 
man . 

"_Where is your leader?_" He asked in fluent Latin, which surprised 
the Romans. "_Where did he take the Vikings ?_" 

One of the Templars stepped forward. "_We are not telling you 
anything you assassin dog!_" He spat. "_We are trained to defeat_" 

His sentence was cut short when another bolt flew through the air, 
hitting him in the side. He dropped with a loud grunt, his body 
quickly becoming lifeless. 

The rest of the Templars quickly looked around, searching for the 
origin of the shot. One assassin could prove troublesome, especially 
since he looked like a master. But if there were two they had big 
trouble. They quickly changed their defence. Now forming a circle to 
defend themselves from all sides. 

Pikes outwards and swords at the ready they looked around fearfully. 
Not knowing that the second shot came from above them. Because Hiccup 
was calmly waiting on the top of the mead hall. 



ask you again. Ragnar said slowly. "_Where are the 
Vikings ?_" 

The Templars looked at each other, determined. One of them turned 
back to Ragnar. "_We ' d rather die._" 

"That can be arranged." Ragnar muttered as he fired his crossbow. 
Shooting one of the men. He quickly dropped it and readied his 
halberd, preparing for the fight. The men, startled a bit by how 
quickly one of their man dropped, quickly reformed their ranks. Now 
standing in a line to defend themselves from Ragnar. 

Now it was Hiccup's turn. Dropping down from the mead hall, landing 
on two of the Templars, both his blades sinking into their necks. The 
rest quickly turned around to the new thread, which allowed Ragnar to 
attack them in the back. His halberd sunk into the shoulder of a 
Templar, quickly forcing him down onto the ground. He pulled it back 
and swung it around to hit another Templar in the side. 

They quickly finished off the last few Templars, leaving only one of 
them alive. He was disarmed and had pushed himself up the walls of 
the hall. 

"_I'll ask once again. _" Ragnar began as he held his blade at the 
neck of the Templar. "_Where are the Vikings?_" 

"_They headed that way._" The Templar quickly said as he pointed 
towards the bridge that lead to the arena. "_Antonio is trying to 
reason with the savages. _" 

Ragnar looked back at Hiccup, who was looking at the dead soldiers. 
"This is going to be a mess to clean up." He said as he looked at all 
the Templar crests on the soldiers. "And even worse to 
explain . " 

"Yes, but we got different things to first." Ragnar said as he picked 
his halberd and crossbow from the ground. "Let's see how the 
negotiations are going." 
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><p>"If you wish to protect us you should leave." Stoick said 
angrily. "Your presence only gives our neighbours reason to 
attack . "<p> 

"I can't just leave." The Templar leader said. "This is a delicate 
process. We'll be visiting your neighbouring islands too." 

"And how will you visit them? With catapults and spears." Stoick 
asked. "We heard what happened at other isles, words spreads fast. 
Your words are honeyed, but false." He stood up from the table 
improvised table, turning to Spitelout for a last advice, which again 
was communicated just by a glance. "We are done negotiating." Stoick 
said. "We need you to leave our lands." 

"So be it." The Templar leader said calmly. "I offered you an olive 
branch, but you knocked it from my hand." He turned back to his man, 
signalling them to draw their weapons. "Perhaps you respond better to 
the sword." The man readied their weapons, spears at the gate of the 



arena and bows aiming down at them. 


"Are you threatening us?" Spitelout asked. 

The leader looked at the ground, sad almost. Before looking back at 
the group of Vikings. "Yes." 

The four Templar bowmen notched their arrows, aiming them down at the 
Berkians that stood in the arena. But the arrows missed as they were 
pulled back, falling off the cliff silently. 

The leader turned around, looking at the now vacant spot in his 
ranks . 

Ragnar climbed up the walkway, his halberd at the ready. Allowing 
Hiccup to jump on the supports underneath and find a good position to 
corner the Berkians. They had a storage of weaponry at the arena, but 
it was inside on of the old cages. And the lever to open it was on 
the stone rim. He quickly flanked around, using his crossbow to 
eliminate the guard that stood near the lever. He pulled it and the 
door underneath slowly opened. Revealing a broad selection of 
weaponry . 

The Vikings quickly stormed into the cage, grabbing a weapons and 
joining the fight only to see that it was almost over. The attackers 
dropped left and right, finding their fates at the end of the 
assassins' blades. 

They few soldiers that stood in the arena had headed up to the 
walkway, believing the assassins to be a bigger thread than the 
Vikings. After a while the leader remained, and was cornered by 
Ragnar. He drew his blade, a long and shining steel sword, but Hiccup 
dropped down behind him and let his blade sink into his side. 

The leader collapsed. Sinking into the ground as his muscles gave in. 
He sat half against the wall, his hands clutched at the deep stab in 
his side. 

"_Oh no, what have you done?_" The Templar leader muttered softly as 
he felt his hands grow wet with his own warm blood. 

"_We ' ve put an end to your schemes, you wish to take this village for 
your own._" Hiccup said as he kneeled next to the Templar 
leader . 

"_Yes, so that we might protect them._" The leader said. "_Do you 
think the emperor lies awake at night, wondering about the fate of 
the savages north of the borders?_" He couched, the blade having 
pierced his lung. "_Sure, they are happy to trade when the northern 
region need food or weapons, but when the soil is filled, when the 
borders must be moved, we'll see how tolerate the Romans 


"_The Vikings have no quarrel with the Romans. Ragnar spat angrily, 
shocking the Berkians a bit. They knew what they were having a rather 
heated discussion, but they couldn't discover the subject. 

"_Not yet._" The Templar leader said. "_But they will, just wait, 
it's the way of the world. He sighed as he slumped even more, 
losing more and more energy every passing second. "_I could have 



stopped it, could have saved you all._" 

"_You speak of salvation and salvation. Ragnar began. "_But you 
slaughter and enslave anyone who stands in your way._" 

"_For they would not listen !_" The Templar leader said with his last 
energy, before adding "_And it seems neither will you._" with his 
last breath. 

His head fell to his side as he breathed his last breath, a small 
cloud coming from his lips as it touched the cold air. 

Hiccup leaned over, closing the man's eyes. "Requiescat in pace." 
Hiccup said slowly. "_For you claim peace if what you seek._" 

He stepped back, looking at the fallen leader for the last time, 
before turning back to the rest of the village. His father had a 
worried look on his face. 

"Hiccup." He said, like a man questioning a little boy. "Who are 
these people?" 

"I have no idea dad." Hiccup lied, slowly heading towards the exit of 
the arena. "But I think it's best if we return to the hall, Gobber 
must be getting worried." He added as he jogged to the hall, Ragnar 
quickly following him. 

Stoick rubbed his temples. "You lot head back too." He said to the 
riders and Johann. "Spitelout and I will get rid of the bodies." He 
looked at his brother. "I got a feeling its better if no one knew of 
this . " 

The riders headed off, but Johann lingered for a moment, before also 
heading towards the hall. 
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11. Chapter 11, The aftermath 

The fire burned calmly, eating away at the wood and flesh that it had 
to feed itself. Stoick stood at a distance of it, watching the fire 
burn calmly against the night sky. It was the best thing they could 
do. The village didn't need to know of the strange visit, and 
definitely not about how it ended. It had left enough question that 
needed to be answered for Stoick himself, and he didn't want to 
burden the rest of the village with it. 

Spitelout stood next to him, also watching the fires eat through the 
wood, making the steel and iron glow red. "We should get back on the 
dock." He said to Stoick and Gobber, who had come to help. "I don't 
think we can trust the ice much longer." 

Stoick nodded and turned around, heading towards the wooden dock that 
rose just a bit above the ice. He climbed on it using some of the 
rigging that hung from it, before helping Gobber and Spitelout onto 
the wooden structure. 

Far from them, still lodged in the ice, lay the boats that the 
attackers arrived on. They burned quickly, masts toppling over after 
the fire had eaten enough wood to make them unable to support 
themselves. The ice around them was covered with small puddles. The 
fire produced a large cloud of dark smoke as it burned through the 
supplies and bodies that lay on the boats. 

Slowly, the right ship began to sink, breaking the ice around it as 
it found its way to the bottom of Berk's shores. The ice lost its 
strength, cracks spreading and reaching out towards the other ships 
like an army of deadly, sharp lines. They surrounded the ship, 
breaking the tension in the frozen water before letting the sea claim 
the other ships too. 

The last tip of the mast disappeared underneath the surface of the 
water. Which was covered with pieces of floating ice and burning 
wood. Normally there would be more materials after the sinking of a 
ship, but thanks to the heaviness of the now called 'Ice-breaker' the 
ships sunk like stones. The remains of the bodies were dragged down 
by the steel and iron armour that they were clad with. 

They didn't stay too long, for they found no pleasure in watching the 
floating remains of the failed attack. If you could even call it 
that. Sure, it ended with hostilities, but Stoick felt somewhat sad 
that it had to be resolved with violence. It was a holiday after 
all . 

They retreated back to the mead hall, were the rest of the village 
was still calmly celebrating. The evening had continued, and now half 
of the hall lay asleep on the ground whilst the others that remained 
awake were calmly sharing stories in their drunken and intoxicated 



state . 


Stoick slowly closed the large door after Spitelout and Gobber. 
Spitelout quickly found himself something to drink and joined a group 
of Vikings who were still awake. The teens sat on the far side of the 
hall, having their own fire pit and sharing stories. Hiccup and 
Ragnar sat next to them like nothing had happened. Stoick looked at 
the group carefully, hoping to find any kind of indicator that there 
was something wrong. Ragnar looked up, greeting him by holding his 
tankard up high, before taking another big gulp out of it. 

Stoick sighed, what should have been a calm and quiet evening had 
turned into a rather stressful evening, and he wasn't even done with 
this. He had questions, and he wanted them answered. What he didn't 
know what how he was going to do that. In a few days the dragons 
would return, afterwards there would only be a few more months before 
the thaw sets in. 

He would have to find some way to talk about it, and he would rather 
do it relatively soon. He knew that the boys planned to stay for the 
winter, but especially now that the frost would be coming to an end 
he feared scaring them off. They hadn't discussed plans about what 
they would do, and he had expected the boys to stay on Berk. At least 
for a bit longer. 

But then again, those men who came asked for assassins. And both 
sides made it clear that they weren't exactly allies. Would this be 
the price that they'd have to pay for the assassins to be housed on 
the isle, constant attacks and an everlasting fear of strange foreign 
armies? Surely there was a proper explanation for it. But Stoick 
feared that if he brought the subject to them to roughly they would 
scatter . 

And fast. He had heard about that tactic of them. If there was 
nothing more for them to do at one area they would leave. As simple 
as that. If Berk would become a liability to them they would leave. 

At least, that is what Stoick was convinced off. They had stated it 
clearly, they headed to Berk because it would be easy. They would 
have shelter and they wouldn't have to fear the search parties that 
they would send out for them. 

He didn't like to admit it, but it was his biggest fear. He had 
always thought that the most pain he would ever feel in life would be 
the loss of his wife. But life had taught him a harsh lesson. When he 
walked away from his son, who he felt had betrayed him and his 
village, when he disowned him. He felt a sharp sting in his heart. He 
had always though that it was anger, hatred, or a feeling of 
betrayal. But he eventually understood that it was sadness, not 
because his son had sided with the enemy. But because he had 
abandoned him, far before he disowned him. 

But then life would be rough again. Taking his son from him in a 
fight that he shouldn't have fought. The Red Death would have wiped 
them all out, killing all able adults of the island, if it weren't 
for him. Against everything he had been told, after being spat upon 
and being treated like an outcast he came back. He came back to help 
all those who had hurt him. And when he and his dragon were knocked 
into the ocean Stoick felt the most horrible feeling in his life. One 
he would not lose for six years. 



He felt scared. 


He feared 

He feared for his son, his only son, who he had disowned and 
neglected. Who had come back to rescue him and an entire village who 
didn't treat him right. He feared that he might never see him again. 
That he had failed to protect the only thing that he had left in his 
life. He had always been protective to Hiccup, locking him with 
Gobber in the smithy during raids. He would be safe there. He had 

been so small and weak, he would have been taken by a dragon if one 

of them got the chance . 

But for six years he felt scared. He felt scared that his little boy 
had drowned at the shores of battle. He feared that he had failed as 
a parent, the last thing he had done to him was apologise. 

But there was no body, they never found one. He had feared that one 

day a tiny bloated corpse would be brought in with a boat, or that it 
would wash up on the shores of the island. But such day never 
came . 

He started to gain a strange sense of hope. He felt that his son was 
alive. His mind denied it, saying he would have drowned, frozen, or 
maybe he'd even been eaten by sharks or other hunters. It was 
logical, men who were lost at sea would have to be pulled out of the 
water directly. Otherwise most hope for them would be lost as they 
were pulled away by currents. 

But his heart wouldn't believe it. He was alive. He was alive and 
somewhere safe. In good hands. And so it appeared to be. His son had 
grown up a man, and what kind of one. He had become a foreign 
warrior. Shrouded in mystery. 

Stoick would never tell him, but he had his fair share of parent 
approach him for contracts. He had denied them all. Saying that 
Hiccup would have to choose himself. And that if they truly wanted 
his son to marry their daughter, than she would have to woe him 
herself . 

Gobber poked him in his side, pulling him away from his thoughts. 
"Thinking about the years to come, or the years that should have 
been? " 

"Both." Stoick said as he gazed at the group young adults. Heather 
leaned her head on Ragnar ' s shoulder and Astrid and Hiccup were 
sitting rather close. Especially since they were the only ones on the 
entire bench. Ruffnut had taken a seat on Hiccup's other side, but if 
she got too close she'd get a stare from Astrid and would quickly 
retreat . 

A smile slowly crept up on his face, and it was enlarged as Gobber 
passed him a tankard with mead. The two Vikings calmly found food and 
a place to sit as they had a merry conversation. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The aftermath of Snoggletog was even worse than other years, if 
we ignore the year where Astrid blew up half of the village. The mead 
hall was filled with passed out Vikings, with only a few here and 



there awake, but most who were awake would quickly fall asleep 
again . <p> 

They slowly walked through the hall, careful not to awake any of the 
Vikings who laid scattered across the floor. Once they made their way 
to the door they quickly exited the mead hall. 

"How long do you think we have?" Ragnar asked as the two ran through 
the village. "One, two, maybe even three days?" 

"Two, not much more." Hiccup answered. "The dragons will return by 
then, if they know we're gone they'll come for us." 

"So what's the plan?" Ragnar asked as they crossed the bridge to head 
to the arena. "Just observing?" 

"Yes, just observing." Hiccup confirmed. "I don't want to return and 
explain blood that isn't mine." 

"Understandable." Ragnar said as he looked at the sky. Seeing two 
dots head towards them in the distance. "Looks like they were out of 
luck again." 

"Indeed." Hiccup said, waving his arms to signall their dragon where 
they were. They quickly picked up their pace. Heading down towards 
their riders. Hiccup stood on the edge while Ragnar grabbed his 
saddle. The dragons landed with hast and the two assassins tied the 
saddle on Bolt together. After securing the straps and making sure 
that the saddle was both secure and comfortable they quickly seated 
themselves on the backs of their dragons. Securing themselves into 
place before taking off. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber stirred in his sleep, dreaming about the dreaded 
Boneknapper and how he had almost met his fate at the hands of the 
dragon a few times. He turned on his other side, rolling down a hill 
in his sleep. However, the weight on the table shifted, causing it to 
tilt. Gobber quickly slid off it and landed on the ground. Waking up 
roughly . <p> 

This wouldn't be so bad if he was the only one leaning on the table, 
but he could quickly hear the chief cursing next to him. "Good 
morning chief." Gobber said with a sarcastic joviality. "How was your 
night ? " 

"Good." Stoick muttered as he stretched. "Until I woke 


"Understandable." Gobber said as he bend down to search the ground. 
He had unscrewed his tankard last night and was now looking for it. 
"What are your plans for today?" 

"Wait for the village to sober up." Stoick said as he looked around 
the hall, finding passed out Vikings scattered everywhere. "And I'll 
have a chat with Hiccup and Ragnar about yesterday." 

"Seems like a busy agenda." Gobber commented as he screwed his 
tankard back on his stump. "How did you wish to wake up the 
village? " 



"Not, we let them sleep in." Stoick answered. "More time for the 
remains to float away." 

"Ah, yesterday's little adventure." Gobber softly said. "That 
certainly left some questions." 

"Aye, but that's something we'll look into later." Stoick said as he 
put the table back as it was supposed to be. "Let's start cleaning 
first . " 

The day was slowly continuing. As the sun rose higher on the skies 
more and more Vikings awoke from their intoxicated slumber. Most 
would wake up with a headache, others with a severe hangover and a 
rare few would have no trouble at all. 

Today would be a day of cleaning. Getting rid of the mess that was 
left by Snoggletog. It had left quite some rubble in its wake. Except 
for the Vikings that were scatterd through the hall, there were also 
broken chairs and benches. They weren't broken on purpose, those 
thing just happen during the festivities. Some of the wooden or iron 
tankards would be broken because someone stepped on them. Everything 
ranged from an easy fix to complete repairs. 

However this would have to wait. Eor now most of it was just getting 
basic life back. The decorations were to be removed and recycled into 
firewood. A new watch was to be started, securing the island for when 
parts slowly became accessible again. 

Normal life would slowly return to the village, but it would take a 
few days before everything was fully returned to normal. Normal life 
would only fully return once all the dragon were back, and those 
would not return for a few days. Men and women were already starting 
with the clean-up. They gathered everything that wasn't where it 
belonged. Leftover food, broken plates and scattered cups were being 
picked up and collected. Everyone was helping with cleaning the hall, 
picking up trash and picking up fellow Vikings that lay on the 
ground . 

Heather slowly woke up when someone took the tankard she used as 
pillow. She slowly stretched as she fully woke up. Beside her Astrid 
was also just getting out of her slumber. 

"Sleep well?" She asked as she slowly say up on the bench. Watching 
around as the village was cleaning the hall, a smile creeping up on 
her face. 

"Pretty good." Astrid answered as he sat up, looking besides her, 
finding a vacant spot. "Where are they?" 

"Probably woke up early." Heather shrugged. "Probably didn't want to 
wake us up . " 

"I guess." Astrid responded with an absent mind. Thinking about the 
last night. She had somehow expected the two to take advantage of the 
broken day after Snoggletog, but her suspicions disappeared when she 
noticed how much the two were drinking. "What were they drinking 
yesterday? " 


"Hiccup and Ragnar?" Heather asked as she stood up from the bench. 



"Just honeyed water I think." 


Astrid looked at Heather, who gave her a confused look. "They've 
headed out." She said. 

"How?" Heather replied. "The dragons are gone, the port is frozen. 
They can't leave the isle." 

"Don't underestimate them." Astrid quickly said. "I feel like there's 
a lot they aren't telling us." 

Stoick looked from a distance, observing the young girl chatting. "Do 
you think they suspect more?" Gobber asked as he tossed a tankard 
towards another Viking, who caught it and put it back with the 
rest . 

"I got a feeling." Stoick said. "But I don't think anyone will have 
an easy time finding out what is going on with them." 

"It's just difficult." Gobber responded. "They talk about it every 
now and then, but it's in that foreign language." 

"That's the thing though Gobber." Stoick softly said. "That man 
yesterday, they talked with him, they knew him, at least to some 
extent . " 

"Ay, but we'll never know what they said." Gobber said, calmly 
putting a bench upright. "However, he might." He then added. 

Stoick followed Gobber 's stare, seeing Johann walk up to them, a look 
of worry on his face. 

"Master Stoick." Johann greeted calmly, before his voice grew soft. 

"I wished to discuss yesterday's events somewhere quiet." 

"That sounds like a good plan Johann." Stoick said as he turned to 
the large doors of the hall, motioning Gobber to follow. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The seas were dangerous in these parts. They were a mixture of 
deep, dangerous waters filled with deadly, shark-sized eels and 
shallow sharp rocks, which often had destroyed ships mounted on them. 
The waters were made even more dangerous by the large pieces of ice 
that floated around, along with entire island made from the frozen 
water and the darkness of the night. A large bank of fog hung above 
the water, which limited vision extremely. It was here that our 
assassins found themselves, hiding away on a ship as they observed a 
group of Templars on another one. Luckily the misty seas allowed them 
to come in unnoticed and observe the Templars safely. Their dragons 
were a few ice blocks away, since their black hide would easily be 
seen through the fog.<p> 

"Pass me the spyglass." Hiccup whispered as they lay on the deck, 
being able to peek just over the edge of the ship. Ragnar passed his 
the lens filled cylinder, allowing Hiccup to observe the stranded 
ship the enemies stood upon. 

A scream was heard, loud enough to pass across the waters and reach 
Hiccup and Ragnar. Normally it would alarm them, but this was the 



third one in a short time. 


"What's happening?" Ragnar asked as he lay next to Hiccup. 

"It got another one." Hiccup said as he watched some Templars drag 
one of their wounded men up on the deck, his foot mangled by 
something. Their leader stood on the deck, ordering another group of 
men to go down into the ship. "It looks like the ship is 
booby-trapped." The ship was caught on one of the sharp spikes, but 
still lay mostly above water. The Templars on deck were a mix of 
Vikings and Romans . 

"With quite some traps then." Ragnar said as he kept down. "Why would 
someone guard a ship so heavily?" 

"They don't want something to be found." Hiccup said as he observed 
the ship. Another cry was heard and the men now dragged a lifeless 
body out of the ship. The fallen soldier looked like a pincushion, 
bolts and arrows were pinned in his body. He was put next to the 
other soldiers that had already lost their lives in the ship. The two 
men that had accompanied the late soldier were immediately send back 
down. Hiccup looked at Ragnar. "The Templars want whatever is in 
there bad . " 

"Then I suggest we take it from them as soon as they have it." Ragnar 
responded, earning a nod from Hiccup. "It will just be a matter of 
waiting it out." 

"Indeed, they're killing their own forces anyway." Hiccup said as he 
lay down again, sliding down the half sunken ship the place where the 
rock pierced the deck. There they couldn't be seen. "Let's just wait 
here . " 

"They won't leave before they got it anyway." Ragnar said as he lay 
back against a rock. Calmly resting himself before they would attack 
the Templars. 

Hiccup slid down next to him, grabbing his notebook from his armour 
and opening a blank page. He grabbed his charcoal and sharpened it 
with his knife. He quickly drew a crude map of the area, including 
their positions, the Templars, frozen water and the field of view 
they had in the fog. 

"We could come in from here." Hiccup said as he draw a small arrow on 
the map, crossing the drawn ice that lay from their wreck to the 
Templar's. "Climb over the edge, surprise them." 

"Or we wait until they are on their own boat." Ragnar said. "Threaten 
to sink it, demand that they surrender whatever they found." 

"We'll have to be clear though." Hiccup said. "We don't even know 
what we're trying to steal." 

"That could be troublesome." Ragnar responded. "It could vary from a 
pebble to a crate of goods." 

"Indeed, which would force us to change our attack quite 
drastically." Hiccup said as he took another look at the map. "We 
might even have to sail back with a loaded boat." 



"Or we might have to hide it somewhere." Ragnar said. "Unless you 
want to explain sailing into a frozen port with a boat with 
bloodstains . " 

"I don't want to imagine that conversation." Hiccup softly muttered. 
"They are already suspecting too much." 

"We can't blame them though." Ragnar said. "What did we expect, that 
their first failed attempt would go unnoticed?" 

"We should have seen it coming." Hiccup said. "We could have excused 
ourselves for a moment, headed out, sunk the ships a bit from the 
coast and return." 

"All in a day's work." Ragnar softly said with a chuckle. "We do 
things that an army would have trouble with." 

"We're a bit better trained than the average army don't you think?" 
Hiccup said as he climbed up the half sunken ship, peeking over the 
edge to take another glance at the Templars. One man came limping out 
of the ship's hull, going straight for the leader, passing him a 
cylindrical object before passing out on the ground. 

"Hiccup?" Ragnar asked from down below, his voice a combination of 
being worried and confused. 

"I think they have the item." Hiccup said. "It's about the size of a 
piece of firewood." He kept observing the Templars. Watching as they 
took a captive terrible terror and got him to spit fire. They were 
busily scribbling something on a piece of paper. 

He slid down and immediately saw what confused Ragnar. On the side of 
the boat sat three Terrible Terrors. The small dragons calmly 
observed the two strange men, who looked at the dragons with 
confusion . 

"Why aren't they breeding?" Hiccup asked confused. "What are they 
doing here?" 

"That's exactly what I thought." Ragnar responded. "Somethings not 
right . " 

The small dragons calmly continued to stare at the strange men, who 
in turn stared back. One terror licked its own eye, something that 
was always strange to see, but not uncommon. Then the three terrors 
turned and flew away, disappearing into the mist. Ragnar and Hiccup 
only had time to share a quick glance with each other before they 
heard the roars of dragons. 

They peeked out from their ship, spotting many different silhouettes 
in the skies. The men that stood on the ship quickly panicked, not 
prepared for a dragon attack. Some of the dragons swooped down, 
grabbing unprepared men and dropping them in the cold waters besides 
the ship. 

"What is happening?" Hiccup asked as they looked at the onslaught. 
"Why are they attacking?" 


"Doesn't matter." Ragnar said as he stood up and grabbed his halberd 
and pulled his hood over his head. "We won't get a better 



chance . " 


The two jumped off the side of their ship, landing on the thick, 
strong ice that connected the two. They quickly and quietly ran to 
the ship, unnoticed by the men who were defending against the 
dragons . 

They climbed up the side, Ragnar sunk his hidden blade into the neck 
of a nearby Viking. Hiccup went over the top, shooting a nearby 
Templar with his crossbow. They quickly worked their way through the 
defending soldiers, occasionally ducking from attacking dragons. 
Luckily they had more experience with the animals than the 
unsuspecting hostiles. 

They quickly found the leader, who held the strange item in his hand. 
Ragnar got to him first, meanwhile Hiccup was fighting off the 
remaining crew. Ragnar held his blade to the man's throat who 
defensively held his hands up in the air. 

"Hand it over." He said sternly. The man was about to hand it to him, 
but he then saw something coming from the side. He quickly grabbed 
the man and dragged him down, causing a massive dragon to miss his 
target . 

The fall knocked the item out of the leader's hand. It rolled across 
the deck of the ship, ending at the end of the boat. Ragnar jumped 
up, running after the rolling cylinder. The leader behind him was 
grabbed by a large dragon and tossed into the eel infected 
waters . 

Hiccup and Ragnar remained, which focussed the dragon's attention to 
them. They slid behind a few crates that stood on the deck, hiding 
from the relentless dragons. Ragnar grabbed his whistle and blew on 
it, signalling Toothless and Bolt that they could use their 
help . 

Their dragons landed on the ship in a matter of seconds. Rocking the 
boat back and forth. They quickly reunited with their riders, helping 
them keeping the hostile dragons at bay without harming them. 

The wild dragons retreated, leaving only the assassins and their 
dragons on the boat. They carefully came out, scanning the skies for 
any remaining dragons. "What was that about?" Ragnar asked as he 
walked towards the object that they had seen the Templars use. 

"I have no idea." Hiccup said. "But I don't want to stick around to 
find out . " 

They walked to the end of the ship, where the cylinder still lay 
calmly. A Terror walked next to it, siffing it a few times and taking 
it in his mouth. 

"Oh no you don't." Ragnar said as he jumped forward, grabbing the 
terrible terror, which dropped the cylinder in surprise. The dragon 
wriggled its way from Ragnar ' s grasp and jumped away before it 
stopped and turned to look back at the assassins. 

"Curious little bugger." Ragnar muttered as he bended over to pick 
the item up. But the Terrible terror tried to stop him again. This 
time he quickly grabbed the cylinder and ran away before Ragnar could 



grab him. 


"He's playing." Hiccup said with joy, entertained as the small dragon 
tried to take off but failed because of the weight of the cylinder. 
"How cute." 

"He'd be a lot cuter if he gave that back." Ragnar said as he sat on 
his knees, clapping his hands. "Come here dragon, come to 
Ragnar . " 

The Terror looked at them, but then looked behind them. In a matter 
of seconds the little dragon scurried through Hiccup's legs, running 
off to the other side of the ship. The assassins quickly turned 
around to follow the little dragon, but faced a surprise. 

At the other end of the ship the dragon climbed up the leg of another 
dragon. A large four winged beast stood on the bow of the ship, 
looking throating at the assassins. Toothless let out a warning 
growl, but the large dragon wasn't intimidated. 

"Alright, this changes things." Hiccup said with worry. They slowly 
approached the dragon, spreading out to each side of the ship to make 
them a smaller target. The Stormcutter looked at Ragnar, identifying 
him as more dangerous because of his larger arsenal. Because the 
dragon turned it ' s long neck to Ragnar Hiccup could now see the body 
of the beast. It was large and filled with spines along its back. But 
what surprised him even more was that a humanoid figure stood on the 
back of the beasts. It had first been shielded by the large head, but 
Hiccup could now clearly see the large man or women that stood on the 
back of the dragon. He or she shook a staff, which rattled lightly. 

It caused the Terrible Terror to climb further, scaling the persons 
leg and perching itself on her arm. The rider removed the cylinder 
from the little dragon's mouth, inspecting it before shaking the 
staff again. 

The Stormcutter roared, causing both the assassins to instinctively 
turn away from the origin of the sound. Once they turned back they 
only noticed the last part of the tail of the Stormcutter disappear 
into the fog. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Stoick lit the fire in his house, the room slowly filled up with 
warmth as the wood slowly turned to embers. He took a seat next to 
the fire, slowly poking the fire with a cast iron rod. Johann sat 
across the fire, taking sips of his still warm tea. Gobber slowly 
polished his leg, making sure the wood wouldn't weather as 
quickly . <p> 

"So, Johann." Stoick said, putting the now red hot rod away. "What 
did you wanted to discuss." 

"About last night master Stoick." Johann said as he held his cup with 
two hands. "I picked up a bit of what our friend said to the dying 
invader . " 

The room was silent as Johann took a sip of his drink, he looked at 
Stoick with questioning eyes. "Continue." Stoick spoke calmly. 

Curious what his son was involved in. 



"Well, the conversation didn't clear up much." Johann said. "I 
believe it will create more questions." He took another sip of his 
tea, wincing as the hot tea burned his tongue. 

"It's clear that your Master Hiccup indeed knew this man." Johann 
continued. "Not personally, but they knew the group or faction that 
he was with . " 

"That red cross?" Gobber asked as he put his leg back where it was 
supposed to be. "Is it some kind of tribe?" 

"Not really." Johann said as he grabbed a book from besides him, 
which he had borrowed form Astrid earlier the day. He flipped a few 
pages until he came upon a shield, which had the same red cross 
painted on it. "This is the logo of the order of Templars." He said 
calmly. "It's a large group of powerful people, who wish to control 
as much land as possible." 

"And you think these Templars are after my son and his friend?" 

Stoick said. "Is that why they came to Berk?" 

"I don't think so." Johann said. "The Templars are the main enemies 
of the Assassins, who try to stop them from gaining too much power." 
He explained. "I believe that the Templars were looking for some kind 
of base, and that they found Berk to be sufficient." 

"Is that why my son returned to the archipelago?" Stoick asked. "To 
stop some foreign army from taking over?" 

"I believe so." Johann said. "Which means that whenever they sneak 
off they will be out doing gods knows what." 

"We could help them." Stoick said. "We can support them against these 
Templars . " 

"I wouldn't do that." Johann said with a grave tone. "The brotherhood 
of Assassins and the Order of Templars are both shrouded in immense 
of mystery." Johann explained. "It's best if we just keep an eye out 
for our friends." 

"We better keep an eye on them." Gobber said. "No one has seen them 
the entire day." 

Stoick sighted, thinking about something to do. "I want to know what 
those two are up to." He said as he poured some tea for himself. "And 
I know who can do that . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>They arrived in the evening, landing their dragons at the cove. 
They slid out of the saddle and calmly discarded evidence of a real 
fight. They had washed blood of the steel and cleaned clothes. They 
would have to make sure that Berk wouldn't suspect them of doing 
things too dangerously, since that would probably limit their chances 
of free time even more.<p> 

"Alright, that should be everything." Hiccup said as scrubbed a bit 
of dried blood of his blades. "I think it's safe to return now." 


"We still need to find that thing though." Ragnar said. "What are we 



going to do about that?" 


"I'll do some scouting during the next race." Hiccup said. "We'll 
find the item and the rider." 

"Are you sure you'll be fine on your own?" Ragnar asked as he rubbed 
Bolt's chin. "Those were a lot of dragons." 

"It'll just be observation." Hiccup said confidently. "And I always 
have Toothless if I need to make a quick escape." 

"If you say so." Ragnar said as he climbed back in the saddle. "Let's 
head back . " 

"What is our story?" Hiccup asked. 

"Everyone is probably at home, eating." Ragnar said calmly. "We'll be 
f ine . " 

Hiccup also got back on Toothless, and they jumped in the air and 
made their way to Berk. They landed at the arena, where a few torched 
burned for light. Ragnar slid off and scratched his neck. 

"I'll head back home." He said as he stretched. "I'm starving." 

"I'm just going to get some fish for Toothless." Hiccup said as he 
guided his dragon towards the entrance of the arena. "I'll meet you 
there . " 

"Alright, see you there." Ragnar said as he walked across the bridge 
to head back to the Haddock house. Hiccup calmly walked down the 
ramp, the gate was already open, which wasn't strange given that 
there weren't any dragons in the arena anyway. 

"Quite the trip wasn't it bud?" He asked his dragon as he slowly 
walked through the dimly lit arena, heading to one of the cages that 
had been transformed to storage. Toothless followed him calmly, 
looking around before fixing his gaze to the left. 

Hiccup was confused, but he soon realised that they weren't alone in 
the arena as he heard the sound of a stone sharpening an axe. He also 
looked left of him, spotting Astrid sitting against the stone wall. 
"What trip?" Astrid asked calmly as she stood up, slowly walking to 
Hiccup . 

"Oh, you know." Hiccup quickly said. "The dragons returned early and 
we thought to safe them some of the attention of the village." 

"Is that so?" Astrid asked. "Why didn't you tell anyone?" 

"Well, everyone was still sleeping, so we quietly left." Hiccup said 
as he turned and continued to the storage. "Wouldn't want to wake up 
anyone after Snoggletog." 

"Planning on doing that more?" Astrid asked, earning a confused look 
from Hiccup. "Quietly leaving?" 

"What? No, of course not." Hiccup said quickly. "Why?" 

"Just wondering." Astrid said calmly as she opened the large doors 



for him. He headed in and searched for a good basket. 


"What's with the interrogation?" Hiccup asked as he returned from the 
storage with a basket of fish. Spilling its contents on the 
ground . 

"I need to know what you're up to." Astrid said matter-of-fact ly . "So 
what were you doing?" 

"And why do you need to know that?" Hiccup asked, ignoring her other 
question . 

"Your dad want's me too." She said with a grin. "He wants to make 
sure you don't leave or do something stupid." 

"You got to be kidding me." Hiccup silently muttered. 

"What was that?" Astrid asked as she gripped her axe. Hiccup knew he 
could beat her, but he didn't want to fight. And an angry Astrid 
usually didn't play fair. 

"Nothing." Hiccup muttered as he saw that Toothless was done eating. 
"How long will this last?" 

"As long as it take for you to screw up." Astrid said with a grin, 
fully knowing that Hiccup understood her. 

"What do you mean with that?" Hiccup asked, playing dumb. 

At this point Astrid lost her patience. "It's simple Haddock," She 
said. "I don't know what you're up to, but trust me on this, if I 
discover that you are doing anything I don't like, you're in 
trouble . " 

Hiccup looked at her with unpleasant surprise. He swallowed loudly 
and looked at Toothless. 

Astrid sighted. "Listen, what I mean is this." She said as he looked 
back at her. "Everyone on this island cares for you Hiccup, and we 
don't want to lose you again." She said. 

A smile grew on Hiccup's face. "I know." He said softly. 

"Do you though?" Astrid asked. "Because you did leave for two days, 
leaving everyone worried." 

"I'm sorry for leaving." Hiccup said softly. "I'll tell you next 
time . " 

"There won't be a next time." Astrid said with a smile. "Because I'll 
be coming with you." 

Hiccup again looked at her with confusion. "What do you mean?" 

"I mean that I'll be there, keeping an eye at you." Astrid said with 
a growing grin. "Every day, from dusk till dawn." 

Hiccup sighted. "Astrid, don't you trust me?" 

"Hiccup, I don't do this because I don't trust you." Astrid said. 



thinking about what to say next. "I do this because," 

It was silent for a while. "Because?" Hiccup asked. 

"Because, I" Astrid began. "Because I don't want you to get hurt." 

She quickly said. 

It was silent for a good while, only Hiccup and Astrid staring at 
each other. Toothless calmly observing his rider and his female 
friend . 

"But," Hiccup said, breaking the silence. 

"No, this is not up for discussion." Astrid quickly said. "I'll see 
you tomorrow." She said as she turned, running back across the 
bridge . 

Hiccup sat down. Toothless curling around him. "'Why bud?" He asked 
his dragon. "Why is this such a mess?" 

**AN: ** 

**Huzzah! A new chapter!** 

**I hope you all enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. The plot 
is really starting to pick up now. Sorry for the wait, I hope 
everyone can excuse me.** 

**Race to the edge is amazing. I didn't really like the earlier 
series that they had because it didn't feel right, it just looked so 
much different from the movies. Race to the edge somehow does it 
better. I already watched all thirteen episodes and can't wait for 
the next batch. I believe they should be here in six months.** 

**I'm pretty sure this kind of torture is illegal in most 
countries . * * 

**Anyway, as always thanks for reviewing. Writing is fun and all, but 
it's even better to see that your work is actually being enjoyed and 

appreciated. Every review is motivation and you guys are amazing. 

* * 


**Now for less good news:** 

**Vacation is here, and I'll be having a vacation for a good five 
weeks, starting next weekend. I'm going to try to make sure I have a 
couple of chapters ready, so that you aren't without updates for the 
full five weeks but it'll be difficult. I can't promise anything but 
I'll do my best. This is mainly just a heads-up that you know I'm not 

abandoning anything, I'm just going to be away for a while.** 

**I'll try to update next weekend and have one ready for the one 

after that. The most possible scenario in my opinion is that I update 

next week, than a two week gap, update, a three week gap, update. 

Then my vacation is done and I can focus on writing and uploading. 
This does mean that I need to make three chapters in the next week. 
Which will be troublesome. At least I have a good idea of where to go 
for the first couple chapters, so that should help.** 


**Anyway, this Au has been long enough, so as always: Take 



care ! ** 
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12. Chapter 12, Friend or Foe 

The door of the Haddock household was strong and sturdy, just like 
the large man who usually opened it. But Stoick the Vast was already 
inside, cooking soup. He heard the door open slowly, before it softly 
closed again. He looked across the fire, where Heather was sitting. 
She stared at the door with an angry scowl, but the trained eye could 
see a hint of relieve. 

Stoick turned to the door, seeing a surprised Ragnar standing there. 
He looked back at Heather, who now had her arms crossed angrily in 
front of her chest. "I'll excuse myself." Stoick said calmly as he 
stood up. "Soup's almost warm, don't wait for me." He added as he 
passed Ragnar and headed out to the door. 

Ragnar kept his eye on the door that Stoick just passed, afraid to 
face the anger of Heather. After a bit of silence he slowly turned 
back to her. She still sat on the chair, but she seemed less angry. 
She sighed heavily and let her arms rest on her lap. She looked up to 
Ragnar, a warm but still pretty irritated smile on her face. 

"Where were you?" She asked gently as she stood up, taking the place 
where Stoick sat to tend to the soup and fire. 

Ragnar carefully took a seat next to her, staring absently into the 
fire. "The dragons were home early, so we thought we would take them 
for a bit of a flight." 

"You're not fooling me." Heather said. "You've been gone for two 
days . " 

Now it was Ragnar ' s turn to sigh heavily. "Look," He began. "We had 
to run an errant." He said. "Some bad people were doing something 
that we didn't want." 

"I don't care what you do." Heather said calmly, earning a confused 
look from Ragnar. "It's how you do it." She added. "You go off 
without saying anything." 

"But we're back, aren't we?" Ragnar said with a smile. 

"You're back this time, but what about the next?" Heather said. "Do 
you know how it's like to wake up and find someone," She paused for a 
moment thinking about what to say, the two had been pretty close 
already, but she wasn't sure if they really were an item yet. 

Ragnar sensed her hesitation, he leaned over and held her hand. They 
locked eyes for a second. "Continue." He softly said. 

"Please . " 

Heather swallowed a lump in her throat before continuing. "To wake up 
and find someone you care about, really care about gone." She said, 
looking at the ground. "With the races you at least say that you are 
going fishing." She muttered. 



Ragnar took her other hand, forcing Heather to look at him. "Heather, 
listen." He said gently. "As long as I have breath and life left in 
my, I will do anything in my power to return here." Heather got a 
small smile as he said this, she knew that he liked her, a lot. "I 
promise you that I'll tell you next time I go," He began, thinking 
about his explanation for the trips. "Fishing." 

Heather giggled, joy and relief filling her body. The two leaned 
forwards, closing their eyes and letting their lips meet. It was 
tender and soft, and a small moan of satisfaction escaped from 
Heathers throat . 

The door of the room opened, breaking the moment that the two shared. 
Hiccup walked in, rubbing his temples. He closed the door behind him 
sighing as he took a seat next to the fire. 

"What did you run in on your way here?" Ragnar asked as he quickly 
removed some saliva from his lower lip. "Angry father?" 

"Worse." Hiccup said as he took the wooden spoon and stirred the 
soup. "An angry Astrid." 

Ragnar sighed, looking at his friend. "What did she say?" 

"My father wants her to keep an eye on me." Hiccup said as he tasted 
the soup, content with the flavour. "Make sure I don't run 
off . " 

"Well, you do get to spend time with her." Heather said suggestively, 
causing Ragnar to chuckle. "It's something." 

Hiccup looked at the two with irritation. "Thanks for the support 
guys." He said as he stood up to grab some bowls. "Really feeling the 
support . " 

His sarcasm only fed the two young adults on the other side of the 
fire. "Well, stones won't be the only thing grinding in the smithy." 
Ragnar whispered to Heather, who laughed loudly. 

"Soup?" Hiccup asked irritated. He hadn't heard the last joke but he 
was pretty sure he didn't want to. 

"Yes please." Heather said as she wiped a tear from her eyes. Hiccup 
poured soup for the two of them, knowing that Ragnar also wanted a 
bowl. He handed them to the two before he poured himself a bowl. 
Calmly eating away. 

"In all honesty though." Ragnar said after he had eaten a bit. "I 
don't think it's that much of a problem." 

"Astrid would only to something like this if she liked you." Heather 
added. "So that's a good sign." 

"Oh what? You two are love counsellors now?" Hiccup asked as he 
swallowed the soup. "Please help me get the girl." He said 
sarcast ically , accompanying it with a roll of his eyes. 

Ragnar and Heather looked at each other, deciding that it would be 
best to be silent. They slowly ate their soup in silence, enjoying 
the mixture of vegetables and leftover pieces of meat. It was common 



to use leftovers the next day, for it was a waste to throw food away 
especially during the winter months. 


Hiccup finished his plate, pouring himself another bowl. He noticed 
that Ragnar finished too, so he put his bowl aside and poured seconds 
for him too. Before Hiccup grabbed his bowl again he looked at 
Heather, who shook her head, indicating that she had enough. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The night passed calmly, as did the days to follow. The weather 
became better, less snow and less frost. The sun shone a few days, 
creating a blinding glimmer across the snow and ice. Life in the 
village had continued as always. The dragons had returned, along with 
their babies, which were quickly integrated into society. Small 
Gronkles were fed at the quarry, where the excess of small and 
unusable stones were easily processed into Boulder-class food. Small 
Nadders were handled with extreme care, since they often had the 
habit of shooting their not yet lethal but still harmful spines if 
startled. The same rule counted for dealing with small Nightmares, 
since they had the habit of setting themselves on fire. The small 
Zipplebacks were a different story, they were unpredictable and 
destructive, but luckily wouldn't stray far from their 
parents . <p> 

The days passed with speed, and Hiccup got used to having Astrid by 
his side. The first few day had seen a bit of tension, but that was 
quickly resolved. As much as he didn't like it, Ragnar was right. He 
did have Astrid' s company, and he didn't really mind. In fact, he 
kind of liked having a reason to have her nearby. Their regular days 
would consist of working in the Smithy or working with Dragons. 

Astrid would follow Hiccup into the smithy, where he could operate 
the forge and make or mend weapons and tools, and Astrid could use 
the grindstone where she could also help out a bit. 

Tending to dragons, especially the little ones this time of the year, 
was Astrid' s job, but Hiccup never rejected when she dragged him with 
her. He enjoyed spending time with the little reptiles, and 
especially when Astrid was there too. Everything was going fine, life 
was calm and quiet, free of worries and stress. Sure, there were the 
occasional problems, firewood running low or loose dragons, but it 
was small compared to other problems they could face. 

The months went by, and the weather slowly became better. Warmer 
waters flew through the port, being carried from the already warmer 
south. The ice in the sea slowly shrunk, although the temperatures 
would still always be below freezing level. 

Then, on one early morning. Hiccup opened the door of the house to 
head to the forge, a long day of work waiting for him. He stood in 
the doorframe, taking in the cold air. He looked around the village, 
the hill that the chief's house was built upon providing an excellent 
view across the village. His thoughts were broken however as 
something cold fell in his neck. 

He jumped forward and whipped around, hoping to find whatever fell 
into his neck. It was cold, almost freezing, but it felt like liquid. 
As he looked up at the doorframe he could see the origin. It was 
water. Small droplets of cold water were dripping from the icicles 
that hung on the frame of the door. The ice was melting, thaw had set 



in . 


He continued through the village, making his way towards the forge. 
More and more people came out, finding small droplets of liquid water 
on their buildings, stalls and carts. Winter was over, at least most 
of it. Although bad, the weather on Berk was usually predictable. And 
once the first thaw would set in it was certain that the winter 
wouldn't last much longer. 

The forge was already up and running, Gobber having started the fire 
with the help of Grump. As Hiccup walked in he was greeted by an 
immense heat, the embers in the forge already glowing hot. 

"Good morning Hiccup!" Gobber greeted with joy as he saw his 
apprentice come in. "What did you have on the agenda today?" 

"I'm sure you noticed the thaw when you left home Gobber." Hiccup 
said. "I say we finish the last few things and then prepare for the 
post-winter repairs." 

"Aye, Johann's ship, the fishing boats." Gobber said. "They all need 
a bit of patching up." 

"Indeed, so what's the plan for now?" Hiccup asked as he pumped the 
bellows, firing the forge up. 

"Well, bucket of old tools needs to be emptied and some sharpening 
has to be done." Gobber said. "But I suppose your lass will be here 
to help again . " 

"For Thor's sake Gobber, she's not 'my lass'." Hiccup said annoyed. 
"But I think she'll be here soon." 

"Good, I'll take the tools." Gobber said as he swapped his bellow 
hand for a tong. "You start making some nails." 

"Fine." Hiccup sighed. Making nails was a tedious and repetitive job. 
Simple and boring. It wasn't as elaborate as creating axes and tools. 
But it had to be done. Hiccup grabbed one of the long metal rods that 
he would need, cutting it into small pieces of a finger 
length . 

Making a nail wasn't hard. The only thing there was to do was to heat 
it, hammer a square point on one end and flatten the other, so that 
it would be sturdy and capable of holding weight. He lay a few of the 
pieces of metal in the forge, there they would become softer because 
of the heat but wouldn't melt. He took them out one by one with 
tongs, quickly but carefully making nails from the pieces of rod. 

As he cooled the 18th nail Astrid walked in. She sat down next to the 
grindstone and was greeted by Gobber. "Hello lass." The old smith 
said jovially. "Anything special happened since last time?" 

"It looks like thaw is setting in." Astrid said as she grabbed the 
first item from the table, the head of a scythe, and stated turning 
the grindstone. "But not much else." 

Gobber nodded, turning back to his forge. The short conversation was 
quickly replaced by the hammering on steel, the grinding of the stone 
on metal and the hissing of the red-hot nails that Hiccup dipped into 



the water. The day slowly went on, everyone doing their job and 
keeping to their busyness. If there were customers Astrid would help 
them, if she couldn't Gobber or Hiccup would take it from 
her . 

Astrid didn't mind working in the shop, in fact, she liked it. The 
work varied from light jobs like sharpening knives and nails, to 
heavy work like operating bellows or manning the smelter. But there 
was one thing that she definitely liked about the job, she could 
spend the entire day with Hiccup. 

True, they didn't talk much. It was difficult to raise ones voice 
above the hammering and general noise in the smithy. But instead of 
that she could watch him work. He never noticed since he was always 
focussed on his work, rough hands tracing across the fine metal, 
inspecting every part of it for small imperfections that could be the 
downfall of a weapon. If there was a crack the size of a hair it 
could mean that a blade would shatter if it came into contact with 
another blade. If the weight was off a weapon could be completely 
unusable . 

Astrid watched carefully as he traced his fingers along the edge of a 
small sword, which gobber had given him to tidy up a bit. They had 
quickly discovered that Gobber was used to the average Viking 
weapons, large and deadly. While Hiccup was very good at the weapons 
that required more concentrat ion . Creating an axe was a matter of 
nailing a head to a handle. Most of the weight would have to be in 
the top, that way it would have more force if it was swung. Swords 
were a different story. If held by one hand the sword would have to 
be perfectly balanced, otherwise the blade would easily become 
unwieldable in a fight. 

Astrid watched as drops of sweat formed on his forehead, trailing 
down his face before falling from his nose or chin to the ground. She 
was mesmerised by the way he worked, gentle and rough at the same 
time, calm and energetic, but most of all precise and powerfully. He 
wouldn't strike a weapon to try if it fixed it, he would strike it to 
fix it. Gobber could learn something from him. 

Astrid wasn't the only one who looked at Hiccup that way. Every day 
there were a few of the village female inhabitants that would come by 
the shop for repairs. They would gladly take the job, since most were 
so small that they didn't even mind charging the customers for them. 
But the girls always insisted that they would wait for their job to 
finish. They always denied a replacement or the offer to do it 
directly, stating that they 'had the time'. 

Astrid knew fully what they were up to. And even though she wouldn't 
admit it, she had her axe sharpened more often now that Hiccup was 
back in town. That was why she had secretly taken the task of glaring 
at any of the female customers who lingered and dared to look at 
Hiccups general direction. She did it discreetly of course. Just a 
gentle smile while she stabbed a just sharpened knife in the table, 
or twisted one between her fingers. The message was quite clear most 
of the time. 

Gobber noticed, usually shrugging it off or chuckling as the girl 
looked at him for help. He was very clear, they would have to take it 
up to Astrid if they had a problem with her. Hiccup was oblivious to 
the flirting girls, usually too concentrated on his work to notice 



any of the hints that the girls so desperately tried to send before 
they would be caught by Astrid. 

"Hey Astrid." Hiccup asked as he put a cooled nail away. "A few days 
from now I got a day off." 

"Truly?" Astrid asked, interested. "Why so?" 

"Well, the post-winter repairs will start soon, along with a whole 
range of extra work." Hiccup explained. "If I wanted some peace and 
calmness it would have to be soon." 

"Sounds logical." Astrid agreed. "What are you planning on 
doing? " 

"Probably fly out a bit and go fishing." Hiccup calmly said. "Care to 
join me ? " 

"Sure." Astrid said, keeping her calm. Although Hiccup knew she would 
join just to keep an eye on him, it still triggered something that he 
asked her to come. "When did you wanted to go?" 

"A few days from now." Hiccup answered. "I asked around and the only 
day that works is three nights away." 

"Three nights?" Astrid repeated, suddenly worried. "That's a day of a 
full moon at night right?" 

"Indeed it is." Hiccup said. "It's the only day that would work with 
the repairs . " 

"But, that day is the dragon race." Astrid argued. "You can't go that 
day . " 

"Why, it's Ragnar ' s turn." Hiccup said, playing dumb. "I'm pretty 
sure he'll handle himself." 

"But I still got to fly." Astrid argued. "I'm not just going to let 
him win . " 

"Well, it's a pretty long flight for the island I was looking for." 
Hiccup said. "So I can't wait for the race to finish." 

Astrid sighed. "Isn't there another day that you can take off?" She 
asked, looking at Hiccup. 

"I don't think there is." Hiccup said. 

She looked at Gobber, hoping the smith would have some other 
alternative. But he also shook his head. "I'm sorry lass." Gobber 
said calmly. "But it's the only day we can spare him." 

Astrid' s sigh was long, loud and irritated. She thought for a second, 
before turning back to Hiccup with a determined face. "Fine." She 
said. "Go fishing." 

"Alone?" Hiccup asked carefully. 

Astrid stepped forward, trapping Hiccup in a corner of the forge. 
Gobber looked carefully, hoping they wouldn't break any of his 



materials and that they would watch out for sharp object. "If you do 
anything else than fishing." Astrid said. "And you know what I mean 
with that." She added. "Then I'll make sure that you'll never be able 
to leave Berk again, ever." 

Hiccup gulped softly, although Astrid was smaller than him she was 
still rather intimidating. He nodded slowly, bringing a small smile 
to Astrid's lips. 

"Good." She said as she headed towards the door of the forge. "I'll 
see you around." She said before she disappeared outside. 

Gobber gave Hiccup an expecting glare, knowing that he had the boy in 
a tight spot. 

"Thanks for covering for me." Hiccup said with a small smile. "I 
promise I just need to get her off my nerves for a moment." 

"You and I both know that isn't true lad." Gobber said with his heavy 
accent . "Just be sure to show me that grinding technique." 

"Thanks Gobber." Hiccup said as he continued with his nails. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The days past slowly, and soon enough Hiccup was packing his bags 
to head out, Ragnar stood beside him, checking carefully if he took 
everything. It was early in the morning and the sun was just rising 
above the sea. Hiccup tied the bags to Toothless' saddle, taking a 
few supplies with him to help him on his trip.<p> 

"Did you pack the bait?" Ragnar asked with a smile as he saw Hiccup 
tie the bags with the extra hidden blade, he still hadn't had time to 
forge a new one. 

"Sure, and the lures and hooks." Hiccup relied sarcast ically . "I also 
got a spare boat and a few watertight boots." 

"Good, you can never be too prepared." Ragnar said as he stepped 
backwards, allowing Toothless to spread his wings and test the 
distribution of the weight on his back. He gently moved, feeling the 
bags and saddle move along his back. After a while he made an 
approving rumble. "Looks like you're all set." 

"Looks like it." Hiccup said as he climbed on Toothless' back and 
switched his foot to his prosthetic for flying. "Well, I'll be 
off . " 

"Don't forget your deal with Astrid." Ragnar reminded him as 
Toothless spread his wings. "The one involving you dying, 
horribly . " 

"Thanks for the reminder." Hiccup said as he got comfortable in the 
saddle. "Really needed that." He shifted his weight and closed his 
helmet, the dragon flapping his wings and ascending into the sky. 
Heading off towards the north. 

Ragnar turned back towards the village, he had a race to win. 

Hiccup and Toothless soured through the skies, doing the occasional 



rolls and dives to keep the flight entertaining. They didn't have to 
travel that long, since the winds were good. After a bit the two 
decided to rest at a nearby small island. 

"Alright bud." Hiccup said to his dragon as he slid of the back, 
grabbing his map from his armour. "Let's see where we are." 

He unfolded the map, carefully looking across the isles to spot the 
one they were on. "Itchy armpit." Hiccup read from the paper. 
"Alright, we should be heading that way." He said as he looked at the 
horizon, spotting burned trees and a large black cloud of smoke 
coming from afar. 

"Looks like something is happening." He said to Toothless as he 
quickly but carefully folded the large map back into his notebook, 
stuffing it back into his armour. He quickly jumped on his dragon, 
strapping himself in and diving of the tall island, gaining speed to 
inspect the area in front of them. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>An entire fortress, destroyed . <p> 

Eret, son of Eret, walked across the remnants of their once great 
dragon trapping fortress, which now lay in ruins thanks to that 
masked dragon rider. He had to admit that it was somehow impressive. 
The large swarm of dragons had first done great damage while that 
vigilantly had released their trapped dragons. Then a huge dragon 
appeared, which froze their entire fort and destroyed everything that 
was left. 

His men were still working on releasing other men who were trapping 
in large ice caves, and he wasn't sure they were going to 
succeed . 

The worst thing was that she was still there, destroying docked ships 
in their now inaccessible port. She was casually burning them to the 
ground, cutting them off from any aid and resupply. "How could this 
happen?" He yelled as he paced around a part of the wall that was 
miraculously still intact. "We have the best equipment, but we can't 
defend ourselves against the beasts we're trying to catch?" 

One of his faithful men stood behind him, looking over the edge at 
the devastation that was being done on their fleet. It was a waste of 
good ships, but after the attack they didn't have the men to crew 
them anyway. 

"Do we have any dragons left?" He asked the men who were slowly 
gathering behind him. One of the men wanted to say something, but 
decided to swallow his words as he saw the dragons fly away. Eret 
stood there, surrounded by silent crew. 

"Great, just great." He said as he turned back to the dragon rider 
that was destroying ships. "We have no dragons, no home, and no heads 
to call our own." 


The crew gulped, they remembered what had happened last time a ship 
arrived empty handed. Luckily some of their ships were out on voyages 
at the time, but they could return at any moment. 



The rider at the docks was still burning ships down, reducing a once 
worthy fleet into a messy graveyard of masts and burning wood. Eret 
looked helplessly as invaluable equipment sunk to the bottom of the 
cold waters, being claimed by the sea. 

His knew the dangers, and he knew that they couldn't risk getting 
those back. But he also knew what awaited him when he returned with 
this news. 

He really didn't want another one of those marks on his chest, but he 
feared it would be worse. 

The rider had almost finished their last hip, which used to be the 
pride of their armada. It was quickly reduced to an ash-filled 
burning piece of firewood, the fire quickly eating through all the 
wood on the ship. It only took a few seconds for the fire to eat 
trough the mast, and even less for the intense flames to sink the 
ship entirely, hissing loudly as the fire was extinguished by the 
salty water. 

Hiccup looked on from a ridge, carefully observing the riders 
attacks. He or she was smart, and very adept with his or her dragon, 
using it perfectly while remaining a proper balance on the back of 
it . 

The rider was too occupied with destroying the enemy fleet to notice 
the small dragon and man on the ridge line. Instead she was focussed 
on a new target. 

The ships that were expected back slowly sailed into view, their 
sails raised high and their weapons readied. Their crew had seen the 
smoke from afar and had decided that it would be best to return as 
quickly as possible. They spotted the dragon rider, quickly firing 
salvo after salvo of nets at the masked enemy. 

The rider swooped down, letting the enemies focus their fire on them 
while other dragon came in behind them. Timberjacks cut through masts 
like they were matches. Changewings turned steel weapons into molten 
porridge. Even Terrible Terrors flew in, tossing nets overboard and 
dumping other valuable material into the cold Nordic waters. 

Hiccup watched in awe at the large dragon assault. It was grand and 
relatively organized. It was an incredibly scary preview of what 
humans and dragons could create if they worked together. He was 
snapped out of his thoughts rather quickly though. 

A net flew through the air, hitting the dragon rider's Stormcutter in 
the left pair of wings. She plummeted towards the ground, landing on 
one of the ships, which was filled with angry and adapts dragon 
trappers . 

They slowly walked towards her, step for step, carefully watching for 
her not to pull some tricks. Now that their leader was down, the 
other dragons panicked, and most of them scattered. Leaving the rider 
defenceless . 

The trappers felt confident, and were sure that they finally had 
their dragon stealing vigilantly. That was until they heard a 
familiar whistle. 



"Nightfury!" One of the men yelled, quickly ducking behind a barrel. 
The others quickly followed. Toothless shot the base of the mast 
before landing on the ship, causing it to topple towards the helm of 
the ship. A shock went through the entire vessel as it landed, and 
the dragon rider lost balance. 

The rider hit the deck, which caused a strange cylindrical object to 
fall from the armour the vigilantly was wearing, rolling across the 
deck. Hiccup spotted it quickly and dove towards it. In the chaos he 
secured it to one of the loose straps on his armour, they were meant 
to hold small bags like herbs and coin purses but this would do fine 
too . 

He quickly got up, noticing that the trappers were slowly coming back 
from their initial shock of his sudden entry. He looked back at the 
vigilantly, who was still loosening the net that was wrapped around 
the large dragon. 

"Shit." Hiccup muttered as he unsheathe his hidden blades. "I was 
hoping to keep it clean." 

The first Viking attack with a harpoon, charging at Hiccup in the 
hopes of stabbing him like a fish or a whale. Hiccup however, easily 
dodged the large and slow weapon. He pulled on the metal rod, closing 
in with his attacker and finishing him with a gentle but effective 
swipe across his neck with his blade. 

The second men to attack decided to do it together, on attacked him 
from the left with an axe as the other stormed at him with a sword. 
The man with the axe held it above his right shoulder, and in the 
short time Hiccup had to react to the attack he came up with the 
perfect plan. 

The vigilantly had removed the last of the netting of the dragons 
wing and decided to check on the newly discovered ally. He stood on 
the deck, completely still as two Vikings were running at the hooded 
man. She was sure that he was done for, until he rapidly dodged the 
axe, causing it to embed itself into the chest of the other man. He 
remained at his position, making her wonder if he wouldn't attack the 
other man who had just killed his partner. But she quickly discovered 
that the hooded man was vast and vicious when she saw the blood form 
on his lower lip. He coughed up a lot of blood, spraying it across 
her hooded rescuer. The axe wielding Viking soon fell down. Never to 
rise again. 

The rest of the crew stayed back. Not wishing to face death to get to 
the dragon rider. They all gathered on the far end of the ship, the 
furthest they could get from the deadly attacker. 

Hiccup looked back, noticing the other rider had mounted the giant 
beast again, ready to take it to the skies. He also noticed that she 
was looking at him, but not at his face. 

She was looking at the small cylinder strapped to his hip. 

The large dragon leaped forward, hoping to catch the now seen as 
hostile rescuer. Hiccup quickly leaped out of the way, calling 
Toothless and taking to the sky. 


It was a messy escape, and the rider was right behind him, he dived 



through layers and layers of clouds. Heading in and out of caves and 
making it as difficult as possible to track him. But to no avail. The 
rider was skilled, and the large Stormcutter stayed right on 
Toothless' tail. 

He decided that he would have to use speed. He dove down, rapidly 
gaining speed as he plummeted towards the earth. Toothless' and 
Hiccup slowly pulled out the dive, changing their path from vertical 
to horizontal. 

They flew at a great speed and covered great distances, but the 
Stormcutter wasn't too far behind. Its four wings flapped with 
immense speed and power, making Hiccup and Toothless doubt if they 
could escape the large beast. 

They broke one more cloud, and looked behind, noticing that the 
Stormcutter had stopped and was staying back. Hiccup was confused, he 
looked ahead, spotting Berk on the horizon. The rider mustn't like 
Viking settlements. 

Hiccup decided that it would be his advantage, and slowly continued 
his way to Berk. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Because it was only halfway through the day, and the race had 
just been finished, Ragnar was surprised to see Hiccup return so 
soon. But he was content with seeing him return. His flight was 
steady and normal, meaning that neither him nor Toothless were hurt, 
and that they had probably succeeded in grabbing the item.<p> 

"How was your day." He yelled casually as he greeted his friend, who 
landed his dragon near the arena. "Because I became first in a 
race . " 

"Pretty good." Hiccup said, having caught his breath on the last way 
back. He tossed the cylinder at Ragnar, who caught it with 
ease . 

"There you go." Hiccup said as he leaned back on Toothless. "I think 
that's what we were looking for." 

"It's bound to help." Ragnar said, calmly stuffing it in a 
satchel . 

Their conversation was interrupted by a voice that pierces the calm 
air. Sending shivers down Hiccup's spine. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked from the other side of the arena, having just 
arrived from the other side of town. It was at that point that Hiccup 
knew he forgot something. He forgot to wash. 

"Is that, blood?" 
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13. Chapter 13, New discoveries 

It was silent, dead silent. The only sound that was heard was the 
gentle breeze of the wind and the occasional grumble from Toothless, 
who looked at his rider and Astrid. 

"I'll ask you again." Astrid said sternly, standing tall and firm. 

"Is that blood?" 

Hiccup gulped, thinking about a good answer, he usually functioned 
properly under stressful circumstances , but this was different. 

"Don't worry." Hiccup said calmly, his hands in front of him like he 
was taming a wild dragon. "It's not mine." 

It sounded a lot better in his mind. 

"Well, if it isn't yours." Astrid began, her hands balled in fists. 
"Whose is it?" 

"It's from a deer." Ragnar butted in, hoping to save his friend. 
"Hiccup just told me about his hunting trip." 

Astrid looked at Hiccup with sceptical disbelief. "A hunting trip?" 
She asked, receiving a nod from Hiccup. "If that is the case." She 
began as she stepped forward. "Where is the deer?" She asked, 
pointing at the empty ground with her hands. 

Hiccup gulped, it was a sin not to take your kill after a hunt, the 
meat was welcome and he was certain that Astrid wouldn't believe that 
he ate it all. He shot a gentle smile, hoping that it would be enough 
to satisfy her. 

"He lost it." Ragnar said, causing Astrid to focus on him, he now 
realised how scary she truly could be. 

"Did I ask you?" Astrid asked angrily. "Because I don't remember 
that . " 

Ragnar raised his arms in surrender, slowly taking a step back. It 
was truly like dealing with a wild, unpredictable animal. 

Astrid turned back to Hiccup, who had also taken a step back, just in 
case. "Where is the deer Hiccup?" She asked. 


The arena was so silent that you could drop a needle and the sound 



would be deafening, at least, that's how Hiccup experienced 
it . 


"There is no deer." Astrid stated, shaking her head, anger dripping 
off her words. "Isn't there Hiccup?" 

"It's complicated . " Hiccup admitted, something that wasn't exactly a 
lie. "It's not something I can explain." 

"Try." Astrid said with anger, flexing her fingers to keep herself 
from wrapping them around someone's neck. 

Hiccup stuttered, muttering something about a storm and getting lost 
in a cloud. It was a shoddy story, and Astrid didn't believe a word 
of it . 

Astrid sighed, loud and long. "Hiccup, if you want to keep the other 
leg you better start talking." She said as she reached behind her 
back and grabbed her axe. She knew he was at least a bit exhausted 
and was pretty that she had a good chance in beating him. 

Hiccup stance visually changed when Astrid brought the axe into the 
conversation. He actually had a feeling things were going pretty 
well. He looked at Ragnar, hoping that he would help him out of the 
sticky situation. It looked like he was about to say something, but a 
glance from Astrid changed his mind. He could literally feel a cold 
blade against him, and Astrid seemed like the kind of person that 
would go through great lengths to get what she want. Ragnar didn't 
want to stand in the middle of that. 

Besides, the two chasing each other through the village was funny as 
hell . 

Hiccup looked at Ragnar with a look of disbelieve as he stepped back 
towards the bridge, his hands still raised in defence to show Astrid 
that he mend no harm. All hope literally sunk when he quickly turned 
around to jog across the bridge, heading off into the village. 

It was a mean thing to do, but at least their newly acquired artefact 
was safe. He slowly signalled Toothless to back down. Angry or not, 
Astrid was into fair fights, and if he didn't use his dragon to run, 
she wouldn't use hers to make a pincushion out of him. At least, that 
was what he hoped. 

"Alright." Hiccup said calmly as he carefully and as unthreateningly 
as possible reached for his sword. "I'll show you." 

"Don't do something stupid." Astrid said firmly. "It won't end 
well . " 

"I feel like nothing will end well." Hiccup muttered softly as he 
slowly grabbed the hilt and lifted it. 

"There's bad, and there's worse." Astrid snapped as she carefully 
observed Hiccup. 

"Alright, look." Hiccup said as he held his sword in his open hand. 

He lightly pushed the button on the bottom, causing the green gas to 
slowly leak out. In the second that Astrid realised what he was 
planning he had already lit it, the small green cloud rapidly 



expanding into a large white mist. Thanks to the wind it cleared 
quickly, but when it was gone she could only see an empty spot in 
front of her. She turned around, seeing Hiccup heading across the 
bridge, running for his life. 

"Haddock!" Astrid yelled as she gripped her axe and started her 
chase . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The day was pretty calm so far, Fishlegs had done well in the 
dragon race and was now calmly walking across town, visiting shops 
and gathering some supplies. It was a good day to treat yourself with 
something nice. He had gone to a bakery where he had bought some 
sweet pastries for himself. <p> 

All he now needed was a nice place to sit and eat his sweet lunch. 
Luckily, since the war with dragons ended the village had more 
resources to put into decorations and less important structures. This 
meant that there were now some benches and decorations around town. 
Fishlegs decided that the best place to sit would be at a bench at 
the far side of the Marketplace. Overlooking the entire square. From 
there he would be able to calmly rest and see the town and its 
people . 

He sat down with a sigh, enjoying the soft breeze and the gentle sun 
that the day had given them. It usually cleared up after the first 
that had set in, and although it was still chilly the sun was 
amazing . 

He closed his eyes, listening to the calmness of the town. People 
were chatting and bartering, arguing about prices and discussing the 
latest gossip. In the end, it was a normal day. 

This changed when the people grew silent, listening to a sound that 
was coming from afar. Fishlegs also grew curious to this silence, 
since it would usually mean something bad. It could be a horde of 
yaks, released by the twins. Or it could be a wild dragon, agitated 
by something and now on a rampage. 

It was something else though, and it grew clearer with the second. 
Astrid' s war-cries were clear and recognizable. So the entire village 
knew what was up. Some poor sod was being chased around the village. 
The villagers continued their business, accepting the angry Hofferson 
lass as a default happening in the village. Fishlegs grew curious 
however, wondering what could make her so mad. 

His answer came in the form of an auburn man, young adult, running 
for his life across the square. He quickly got his bearings and 
continued running, heading into a narrow street between some houses. 
It didn't take long for Astrid to appear on the square. She 'gently' 
asked a local merchant for Hiccups location, and he was all too happy 
to give it to her. She also disappeared into the street. 

The yelling stopped, which either meant that Astrid had caught him, 
or she had lost him. Fishlegs guessed it was the latter, since he 
would probably hear Hiccup's yelling if it was the first one. He 
wasn't totally surprised when he saw the auburn man look down from a 
roof, sliding along the side and landing on the ground with a soft 
thud . 



Hiccup quickly headed over to Fishlegs, who welcomed him on the bench 
and offered him a piece of his pastry. Hiccup politely declined, 
catching his breath on the bench. 

"So what was that about?" Fishlegs asked calmly as he took a bite 
from his snack. "What did you do this time?" 

"I didn't listen." Hiccup said, pulling his hood over his head and 
laying his arms relaxed at his side. "I don't advise it." 

"I think you've managed to piss her off more than anyone else." 
Fishlegs stated. "And you've been away for five years." 

"I know, I know." Hiccup muttered. He wanted to say something, but 
quickly changed his mind when Astrid walked back onto the square, her 
axe still in her hand. 

She asked around, but no one could point her in the right direction. 
Fishlegs was stunned, either the people were tired of life, or they 
hadn't seen Hiccup sit on the bench. Astrid glanced around the market 
before running off into another street. 

"She didn't see you." Fishlegs said in disbelieve. "Astrid has the 
sharpest eyes of the group, why didn't she see you?" 

"It's a trick." Hiccup said as he removed his hood. "I didn't look 
like her prey." 

"Explain." Fishlegs said, confusion evident in his voice. 

"She was looking for an auburn guy, who's running away from her. So 
he would be tense and nervous." Hiccup explained. "Instead I am a 
relaxed hooded individual, who is calmly resting on a 
bench . " 

"Hiding in plain sight." Fishlegs muttered. "I like it." 

"Like I said, it's a trick." Hiccup said as he scanned the square. 
"But it won't work forever." 

Fishlegs nodded, thinking about what Hiccup said and why Astrid was 
chasing him. "Is this because you weren't at the dragon race?" He 
asked. "Because weren't cheering for us?" 

"No." Hiccup answered calmly. "It's about what I was doing during the 
dragon race . " 

"Out on some dangerous adventure?" Fishlegs asked, interested in 
Hiccup's assassin background. "Fighting off evil and 
such? " 

"Something like that." Hiccup muttered. "She didn't agree with this." 
He added as he pointed at the bloodstains on his clothes. 

"You should talk to her." Fishlegs blurted out. "Explain it to 
her . " 

Hiccup looked at Eishlegs with surprise. 

"She'll kill me." 


"Are you nuts?" He asked. 



"No, killing is what she does when she doesn't get the answer." 
Fishlegs explained. "She's smart, she'll listen to a proper 
explanation . " 

"She wouldn't understand." Hiccup muttered. "We can't involve you in 
this . " 

"From where I'm standing I'd say we're already pretty much involved." 
Fishlegs said. "Two raids on the village, foreign enemies in Nordic 
waters . " 

"It's more than that." Hiccup muttered. "No one here would 
understand . " 

"Why is that?" Fishlegs asked curiously, happy that Hiccup was 
actually opening up a bit about what was going on. "You haven't even 
tried . " 

"Because, " Hiccup began, silencing himself after he spoke the first 
word. He was explaining a lot to Fishlegs, and he wasn't the most 
reliable person to tell sensitive information. Sure he would keep his 
mouth shut if you asked him, but it was very easy for someone to pry 
it open and gain the information he was supposed to keep. "It doesn't 
matter." Hiccup said as he stood up, heading off into a random 
direction. "I'll see you around." 

"Don't forget to talk to Astrid." Fishlegs reminded him, knowing he 
had pushed his luck with gaining information. "She knows where you 
sleep." He yelled after him, before calmly sitting down and 
continuing his pastry. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Astrid sat on a rock, carefully overlooking the side of the 
village. She was sharpening her axe with a rock, something she often 
did when she was angry or needed to pass time. Her keen eyes were 
watching the village closely, carefully observing the people who 
walked through the streets. He had to pass by sooner or 
later . <p> 

Even if he didn't, it didn't matter. She knew where he lived, she 
knew where his dragon was, and she knew he couldn't run. Rumblehorns 
could track him, easily even. And even if he had a faster dragon, 
they couldn't fly forever. 

Astrid' s thoughts were broken by the snapping of a twig behind her. 
She ignored it, it was probably some Terrible Terror that was looking 
for some spilled fish to snack on. She only realised that it wasn't a 
dragon when she heard a heavy sigh. 

"Is that spot occupied?" Hiccup asked as he scratched his neck 
awkwardly while he pointed at the rock. He hoped that he could calm 
her down by being cute. 

Whether she liked it or not, it did. The way he looked down at the 
ground and had his hand on the back of his neck triggered something. 
She didn't feel like chasing him anymore, at least not with anger as 
motivation. He looked like the little, nervous boy that he had been 
seven years ago. It was kind of adorable. 



Of course, the blood on his clothes still spoke a different 
story . 

"No." Astrid answered calm but sternly. "Sit." 

Hiccup liked her tone, although it was still harsh and filled with 
anger, it was way gentler than the way she had talked to him at the 
arena. He could hear that she was angry, but he didn't feel like she 
wanted to wrap her hands around his neck and choke him to death. 

He sat down next to her, looking at his feet in front of him. "I'm 
sorry." He softly said. "I should have explained myself." 

"What happened during the race?" Astrid asked carefully. She wanted 
answers, but she knew she had to be careful not to scare him off. "I 
want to know." 

"No lies?" Hiccup asked as he looked at her, his face filled with 
shame . 

"No lies." Astrid repeated, looking back. "Only the full 
truth . " 

"Alright." Hiccup said with a sigh. "There is a reason Ragnar and I 
are in the archipelago." 

"Templars?" Astrid asked, earning a surprised look from Hiccup. "I 
read about them in a book." 

Hiccup smiled, he knew Astrid had done her research. "Yes, Templars. 
He said with a sad smile. "They never venture this far north, that's 
why we are here." 

"You're just here to watch over some old enemies?" Astrid asked with 
a sad tone. "What are they even doing here?" 

"We don't know it fully." Hiccup said, leaving Mjolnir out of the 
conversation. "But it's bound to be something bad." 

"So, the blood." Astrid began. "It's from a Templar?" 

"Probably." Hiccup admitted, looking back at the ground again. "At 
least partners of them." 

"So it's not just Templars?" Astrid asked, slightly confused. "Also 
regular Vikings?" 

"Not quite the regular ones, but yes." Hiccup explained. "It seems 
the order has Viking members . " 

"Just like you and Ragnar are Viking assassins?" Astrid asked for 
confirmation . 

"Yes." Hiccup answered. "We're here as a counterweight." 

"Two assassins against an entire army?" Astrid asked. "Seems out of 
balance . " 


"That's why we take it slow. 


Hiccup said. "Carefully planning our 



strikes . " 


"So you take them down one by one?" Astrid asked confused. "What if 
they just recruit more soldiers?" 

"We're trying to cripple their war machine." Hiccup said. "Sinking 
ships, blocking trading routes, that sort of thing." 

Astrid was silent. Thinking about the entire explanation. "Why don't 
you tell your dad?" She asked. "He'll gladly help you fight." 

"It would draw too much attention." Hiccup said. "We don't want their 
entire forced coming down on us." 

"Okay." Astrid said softly. "I think I understand." 

"Good." Hiccup muttered softly. "I really don't want to lie to all of 
you, we just don't want to involve you in this." 

"Understandable." Astrid said. "But realise that Berk is standing 
behind you." 

"I know." Hiccup said with a smile. "It sure feels different than 
before I left . " 

Astrid was silent, remembering the actions right before Hiccup 
disappeared. "Do you remember anything new from the last months?" She 
asked hopefully. 

Hiccup looked back, surprised by the question. He thought about it. 

"I don't think so." He said. "I remember training with Toothless, my 
dad being angry at me and" 

Astrid cut him off. "Anything in between those two?" She asked, 
hoping that Hiccup would remember the flight the two of them had 
shared . 

"Before my father was angry at me?" Hiccup asked, earning a nod from 
Astrid. "I remember parts of a flight." 

Astrid lit up, this was wat she was hoping for. "Where we discovered 
the nest." She said, hoping to refresh the memory. 

"We discovered the nest." Hiccup said softly, before repeating it a 
few times. Every time he said it he was silent afterwards, he broke 
the sentence down. He remembered parts of the nest, the large dragon 
climbing upwards, trying to grab them. But something was missing. 
"We?" He softly asked. 

"Yes, we." Astrid said with a smile. "Remember me dropping in on you 
and you taking me for a flight." 

"Forcing you." Hiccup corrected her, remembering the moment of terror 
he felt when he found Astrid in the cove. 

"Do you remember anything else of the flight?" Astrid asked, hoping 
that Hiccup would finally remember their goodbye that evening. "Maybe 
after the flight?" 

Hiccup was silent for a while, thinking heavily. He remembered the 



nest, and the short flight back. But everything after that was a 
black blur. The next thing he remembered was his father yelling at 
him and Toothless being lifted onto the deck of a ship. "No, sorry." 
He said softly, trying to remember what happened afterwards. 

"It doesn't matter." Astrid said with a smile. She was sad that he 
didn't remember, but he slowly started to remember more, and she felt 
like it was a matter of time before he remembered the full flight. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ragnar sat in Hiccup's room, observing the strange cylindrical 
object that they had retrieved from the mysterious dragon rider. It 
was a strange item, one side had a small gemstone, probably 
decorative, inside a mouth of a dragon. The entire thing was covered 
with strange rotating strips, which were locked in place. Tied around 
it was a rope from which hung a key, simply made from a broken 
cast-iron key and a large tooth, tied on the front of it . <p> 

Ragnar had discovered that they key could fit inside a hold at the 
base of the cylinder, once unlocked, the rotatable rims became 
movable. The entire rotatable rims could also be removed, which would 
reveal that they were small discs with a crystal lens in the middle. 
But it did nothing else so far. The key could also be used to lock 
the rims again. Securing them in place. 

The door opened, so Ragnar quickly hid the artefact. In the frame 
stood Hiccup. "Calm down." He said. "It's me." 

"Sorry." Ragnar said as he took the cylinder out again. Showing it to 
Hiccup. "Here." 

Hiccup took the cylinder, also inspecting it. "Any luck with it?" He 
asked . 

"Well, it's not a spyglass." Ragnar stated. "If you look through it 
you see everything unclear and coloured." 

"So, the lenses are broken?" Hiccup asked. "Or maybe clouded." 

"No, they are all clean and in perfect condition." Ragnar explained. 
"There's not even a scratch on them." 

"Grab a candle." Hiccup said as he grabbed his sword. It was getting 
late and the room had grown darker and darker. Ragnar leaned to the 
right, grabbing a candle from the far end of the table. He handed it 
to Hiccup, who lit it using the sparking mechanism on the bottom of 
his sword. 

The room quickly filled itself with the soft glow of the candle. It 
lit the workbench and the edge of the bed, but not much more. Ragnar 
again observed the cylinder, holding it close to the candle to see 
everything properly. Meanwhile Hiccup was thinking about the object, 
staring at the other end of it, where a mouth of a dragon was made 
from some sort of metal. 

Ragnar looked closely at the bottom of the cylinder, where a small, 
clear gemstone sat embedded in the middle of the item. The flame of 
the candle flickered lightly, shining into the cylinder. The light 
passed through the other lenses and gems inside the item, which were 



carefully arranged by the stance of every individual disc. The light 
shone out of the other end of the object, coming out of the mouth of 
the dragon. It projected a weak and small image, cast against the 
dust that dwindled in the room, unclear to the human eye. 

Hiccup looked at the flickering gemstone at the far end of the 
cylinder. "It's projecting something." 

Ragnar looked up, seeing how a red projection shone against the 
dwindling dust. "It's a shitty projection though." He said. 

"Maybe the candle is too weak." Hiccup said. "We need a stronger 
source . " 

"Maybe a flame of a dragon." Ragnar advised, looking at the sleeping 
Skrill in the corner of the room. "Bolt can't produce a steady fire, 
but Toothless can." 

Hiccup blew on his whistle, and in a matter of seconds the large 
black dragon was trying to squeeze his body through the tiny window. 
It was a miracle that it fitted, and Toothless, once recovered from 
the tight hole in the wall, looked at his rider 
quest ioningly . 

"Alright bud." Hiccup began. "Can you give me a slow burn on this gem 
here? " 

Toothless looked at Hiccup quest ioningly , it was one of the most 
pointless things he ever had to do. Except for the one time he had 
used his plasma blast to heat a can of water for tea, but that would 
never happen again. 

A small steady stream of purple shot from Toothless' throat, going 
inside the cylinder and exiting and the far end. Projecting a 
detailed map on the wall of the room. 

"Wow." Hiccup said softly as he observed the map. It was a detailed 
cast of the north-east side of the archipelago. It had a few crossed 
marked on it, three in total. All on small uninhabited 
islands . 

"What is this?" Ragnar asked as he observed the map. "It's 
amazing . " 

"It's a map." Hiccup said. "Marked with certain locations." 

"I got that far." Ragnar said sarcast ically . "But what could it lead 
to?" 


"I'm guessing that, in the end, it leads to Mjolnir." Hiccup said 
softly. Observing the map. "Maybe the locations contain clues, or 
maps, hint, something along those lines." 

"Looks like we're going to be busy." Ragnar said with a chuckle. "The 
Templars must be on to this too." 

"Looks like we'll have to head out again." Hiccup said. 

Suddenly the door burst open, startling the two assassins. Before 
they could look who had opened the door one person jumped on Hiccup, 



knocking him down onto the ground. "You're not leaving!" He yelled 
loudly. A second person jumped on Ragnar, who was distracted with 
seeing Hiccup taken to the ground. He was also quickly tackled 
down . 

"We got them!" Tuffnut yelled proudly as he sat on Hiccup. He sat on 
his back, effectively keeping him on the ground. Beside him Snotlout 
and Tuffnut lay on Ragnar, who was buried beneath the two. 

"We sure did!" Ruffnut replied with a just as energetic cheer. 

"What is going on?" Hiccup asked from underneath Tuffnut. "What are 
you guys doing?" 

"You know that very well." Tuffnut said with a stern voice, before 
faking a hurt one. "You were planning on leaving." 

"What?" Ragnar said, his voice muffled by the two Vikings on 
him. 

"Guys, I don't think they were planning on leaving." Astrid said from 
the doorframe, together with Heather. Watching at the rather amusing 
sight before her. All she could see from Ragnar were his feet, 
sticking out from underneath Snotlout. 

Hiccup stood up, causing Tuffnut to fall to the side. "Can someone 
explain what is going on?" He asked as he looked at the group of 
riders. He heard a muffled sound from his left. "And can you get off 
Ragnar? " 

"We thought you were leaving." Ruffnut said as she stood up, pushing 
Snotlout off Ragnar. 

"Why would you think that?" Ragnar asked as he got up. "We're not 
doing anything like that." 

"Astrid saw Toothless running over to the house." Fishlegs explained. 
"She thought you would leave, the thought scared her." 

"It did not!" Astrid exclaimed as she punched Fishlegs, who was 
knocked into the workbench by the force of her punch. "I was worried 
for Stoick . " 

"Sure you were." Tuffnut said as he dusted himself off. "Because I 
remember it differently." 

Astrid shot an angry glare at the male twin, who quickly said. "Or 
maybe I didn't." 

Everyone's attention turned towards Snotlout though, since he now had 
a strange metal and wood object in his hands. "What is this?" 

Hiccup quickly stepped to him and grabbed it from his hands. "Nothing 
you want to know." 

"Nothing he wants to know?" Tuffnut asked slyly. "Or nothing you want 
him to know?" 

"Excellent question brother!" Ruffnut exclaimed as she turned to the 
assassins . 



"Nothing you need to know." Ragnar snapped as he stood before Hiccup, 
which allowed him to carefully stuff the cylinder into a 
satchel . 

"Nothing we need to know?" Ruffnut asked. 

"Or nothing you need us to not know?" Tuffnut added. 

Ragnar sighed heavily, remembering the countless times that Hiccup 
had warned him for arguing with the twins. Their arguments were 
always so strange and faulty that it was impossible to bring 
something against it. 

"They are not going to stop until they know what it is." Astrid added 
as she watched from the side. 

Hiccup sighed. "Fine." He said. "It's an artefact we managed to 
acquisition from Templars." 

The twins stood still, frozen in their track. Thinking about the 
meaning of the sentence Hiccup had just said. 

"Again please." Snotlout said, breaking the silence. "And in our 
language please." 

Hiccup rolled his eyes, clearly irritated by the twins. "Something we 
stole from baddies." 

Snotlout was content with the answer, feeling like he had pried the 
information from their locked lips. The twins however wanted 
more . 

"What does it do?" Tuffnut asked, before Ruffnut quickly added. "Does 
it have treasure?" 

The two barraged the assassins with a large wave of questions, before 
finally ending together with one. "What is it called?" 

Hiccup and Ragnar looked at each other, they hadn't given it a name 
yet, but it was a good idea. They were silent for a moment, before 
Ragnar began. "It's the dragon's." 

"Eye." Hiccup added. "It's the dragon's eye." 

"Cool." Tuffnut muttered softly. "What does it do?" 

Hiccup looked at Astrid, hoping that she, as unofficial leader of the 
group of riders, could call the wild dogs back, but she wasn't 
feeling like cooperating. 

Ragnar looked at Hiccup, the two understanding that they weren't 
going to get out of this situation. 

"It projects a map." Hiccup said with a soft sigh. "We don't know 
what the map is for." 

"Can we see it?" Astrid asked from the door. Although it appeared 
like she wasn't actively helping with the interrogations. Her 
blocking the only door sure left a message. 



"Sure." Hiccup muttered as he dug in the satchel, grabbing the now 
called Dragon Eye. He held it in his hand, motioning Ragnar to 
extinguish the candle. The room was filled with darkness, but soon 
enough it was lit by the soft burn of Toothless' plasma beam. A large 
map appeared on the wall, a dark purple colour thanks to the mixture 
of the purple light and the red gemstone lenses. 

Astrid watched with awe, she had never seen something like this. But 
it wasn't a surprise that Hiccup of all people would discover such a 
thing. The map was detailed, and covered a large part of the 
archipelago . 

"What are the crosses?" Fishlegs asked curiously. Causing the two 
assassins to freeze. 

"We don't know yet." Ragnar admitted. Signalling Hiccup that he 
should stop the projection and relight the candle. "But we intent to 
find out . " 

"More fishing trips?" Heather asked from beside Astrid, a smug grin 
on her face. 

Ragnar shot a quick glance to her, he hoped to signal her that she 
wasn't helping, but her reply was a mean smile. He sighed. "No, we 
have agreed that we will tell you when we're heading out." 

"No more lies." Hiccup added. 

"Can we come with you?" Ruffnut asked. 

"Yea, that would be awesome!" Tuffnut added. 

"No." Hiccup said sternly. "It's too dangerous." 

He could see how the word dangerous triggered something in her, and 
before he knew it she had said it. "We're coming with you." Astrid 
said with an even sterner voice. "Whether you want it or 
not . " 

"There's safety in numbers." Fishlegs added, curious to the new 
adventure . 

"Fine." Ragnar said. "We'll think about it." 

**AN: ** 
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14. Chapter 14, The first trip 


Stoick at the top of the wooden ramps, watching over the rest of the 
docks. Ships were slowly sailing out of the port, heading out to 
catch fresh supplies of fish for the village. It was a stunning 
sight, the bright sails in the light of the sun, it were these days 
that he was extra proud of his village. 

His eyes followed the walkways of the docks, where Vikings were 
carrying materials to the yards. There, damaged ships were repaired 
to be able to sail again. Most ships could continue with their 
regular tasks, but it was often that some ships were so damaged that 
they were converted to barges or fishing boats, or taken apart and 
reduced to firewood. Luckily this wasn't necessary this year. Thanks 
to the fact that they had taken their ships out of the water early, 
few had suffered damage, and the damage was minor. A broken mast 
could be fixed with a few sturdy boards of wood, and a hole in a 
ship's hull was no different. Everything could be fixed with nails 
and planks, and if it couldn't be fixed, they weren't using enough 
nails and wooden planks. 

He turned around, starting the walk back to his house. And the proud 
smile on his face grew bigger as he saw his son approach, clad in his 
armour . 

"Hey dad." Hiccup greeted his father. "I wanted to" 

"Hello son!" Stoick exclaimed as he gave his son a 'gentle' pat on 
his shoulder. "What brings you here?" 

"Well, I wanted to tell you about something we discovered." Hiccup 
said. "I figured it would be best if you heard it from me." 

"Do tell son." Stoick said as the two walked towards the Haddock 
household . 

"We discovered a map." Hiccup said. "And it contains some" 

"You didn't burn it did you?" Stoick asked with a laugh, cutting him 
off again. 

"No, but it had some marked locations on it." Hiccup explains. 
"Locations that we'd like to see for ourselves." 

Stoick' s expression now grew serious, and he looked at his son. "You 
want to leave?" 

"Only for a few days." Hiccup quickly added. "So you don't send out a 
search party or send someone to drag us back." 

Stoick chuckled, the chuckle turning into a laugh. "I wouldn't send 
someone to drag you back here." Stoick said as he continued towards 
the house. "I don't think that's necessary." 

"Wow, thanks." Hiccup said, even though he was a master at his work, 
and unmatched in combat by most foes, it still felt good that his 
father trusted him like that. 



"I mean, Astrid will be after you lot if you're gone for a day." 
Stoick continued calmly. "Ooh, she'll drag you back to Berk by your 
hair . " 

"Right." Hiccup said as he imagined the painful image, sure, as a boy 
he had loved the idea of Astrid chasing him, but not this kind of 
chasing. "Anyway, as I was" 

"I want you to take the riders with you." Stoick interrupted him. 
"It'll be good for them to take a trip after being grounded for the 
winter . " 

"We were already kind of forced to do that." Hiccup muttered as his 
father continued. 

"And I want to know what you found and why it's so important." He 
then added, stopping and looking at his son with a stern expression. 

A hand on his shoulder. 

"Listen Hiccup, I don't know what kind of fight you are fighting. And 
I'm sure it's yours to fight." Stoick said softly. "But do know, that 
even though it might not be our fight or battle. Berk is right behind 
you . " 

Hiccup was silent, surprised by his father. "Thanks." He said 
genuinely. "I'll remember that." 

"Now, when did you want to leave?" Stoick asked as he continued 
walking. "Just out of curiosity." 

"Probably tomorrow morning." Hiccup said, following his father 
towards his house. "That way we arrive on time." 

"Sounds like a good plan to me." Stoick said as he stopped at the 
stairs of the house. "You better tell the others so they can 
prepare . " 

"Yea, I will." Hiccup said as he headed towards the old arena, where 
the rest was bound to wait for him. He was surprised by how calm and 
helpful his father was on the matter of leaving for a few days. He 
must realise that he couldn't lock him on Berk, and the part about 
being dragged back wasn't exactly false either. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The arena was cold and damp, but was slowly being warmed by the 
gentle spring sun. Astrid was feeding fish to Stormfly, who was 
happily accepting the meal she was given. The dragon loved this kind 
of feeding, since it was both delicious and fun to catch the fish 
that Astrid would throw to her. And it somehow tasted better when 
something was hand fed to you.<p> 

Astrid tossed another fish, it went to the side of Stormfly. But the 
large Nadder had no difficulty in quickly grabbing it, swallowing it 
whole. The playful Nadder quickly jumped from one foot to the other, 
signalling that she wanted more. 

"Easy girl." Astrid said as she grabbed another fish from the basket. 
Tossing it to the impatient dragon. "Here you go." 



"You are treating her too much." Heather said as she watched Astrid 
throw another fish towards her dragon. This time a bit higher, making 
it more challenging for Stormfly. "Aren't they supposed to earn a 
treat ? " 

"She needs the energy." Astrid said as she searched in the barrel 
with fish for a tasty one. "And besides, what did shimmer do to earn 
that ? " 

Heather looked in front of her. Where her fearsome and deadly 
Shockjaw lay sprawled out on the floor, kicking the air with its feet 
and her tongue hanging from its mouth. Heather had spent the part of 
the day scrubbing and scratching her dragon to the point where the 
beast was in a state of total bliss. 

"Eerm, well, this an important and necessary part of a regular 
routine." Heather quickly said, defending herself. "It's not a treat, 
it's an important thing, like grooming." 

"And why is it so important?" Astrid asked with disbelief. "Does she 
otherwise get grumpy?" 

"NO!" Heather quickly answered, too fast for it to be a truthful 
answer. Astrid looked at her with a stern expression, and Heather's 
defence was broken. "Alright, she does get grumpy." 

"Sounds a bit spoiled." Astrid said trying to impersonate Heather. 
"Maybe you treat her too much." 

"Hey, this is delicate and very challenging work that I'm doing 
here." Heather said matter-of-fact ly . "It requires full 
concentrat ion, you need to keep a constant eye on her." 

"And why is that?" Astrid asked, knowing what was to come. "Please 
explain . " 

"Well, the Shockjaw produces Bio-electricity from these tendrils 
here." Heather said, pointing at the chin of her dragon without 
looking at her. "If she gets too excited they start to produce small 
sparks between the two, and soon afterwards a small shock will run 
across her body." 

"So you need to pay constant attention." Astrid added as she watched 
the Shockjaw. In its current state it would soon have an unpleasant 
surprise for Heather. "How does it produce the 
Bio-electricity?" 

Heather was now completely distracted. She turned around to face 
Astrid while one hand still gently scratched Shimmer on her belly. 
"Well, I don't know what exactly happens inside the dragon." Heather 
explained as Astrid was trying to keep a plain face, since she could 
see the small sparks from the corner of her eye. "But I think it has 
something to do with MY GRANDMOTHERS BEARD." Heather yelled as the 
electric shock went through her arm, sending a strange but painful 
feeling through her muscles. 

She turned around to look at Astrid, finding her bend over with her 
hands on her stomach, laughing loudly. "It worked." She said between 
laughs. "It actually worked." 



"Oh, I see how it is." Heather softly said as Astrid stopped 
laughing, a mischievous grin on her face. "Do you think this is 
funny? " 

"Quite." Astrid responded. Still producing a small giggle now and 
then. "I find it quite amusing." 

"Alright, good to know." Heather said dryly. "I think I know 
something that Hiccup will find quite amusing too." 

Astrid' s giggles stopped at an instant. Her face now stern and 
serious. "You wouldn't" 

The two were interrupted when Hiccup and Ragnar walked in. "What 
would I find amusing?" Hiccup asked curiously, one eyebrow 
lifted . 

"Nothing." Astrid quickly said. "I was just apologising to Heather 
for a prank I did." Astrid lied, turning to Heather. "Again, I'm 
truly sorry . " 

"Apology accepted." Heather said with a smug smile. "Although I don't 
feel like it's genuine." 

Hiccup looked confused at Ragnar, who looked back with a confused 
expression. The catfight, if you could call it that, was subtle. But 
there was definitely a small form of tension between the two. Heather 
knew something and she was annoying Astrid with it. Ragnar had a 
pretty good idea about the subject of the conversation. But Hiccup 
was clueless as ever. 

"Anyway." Hiccup continued. "My dad doesn't mind you guys being gone 
for a while. So we're leaving tomorrow morning." 

"We rise with the sun." Ragnar said sternly. "And with rise I mean 
leave, not wake up." 

Astrid looked at Heather. Even for her standards that was early. "Why 
are we leaving so early?" She asked curiously. "It's not so long of a 
flight . " 

"Well, normally we would be able to go faster." Ragnar began. "But 
with the added dragons . " 

"And we want to have a full day to set up camp and scout the area." 
Hiccup explained. "We might not be the only ones to head 
there . " 

Astrid quickly hid a small smile as Hiccup said that. She hoped to be 
able to observe his way of fighting a bit more, since that might 
allow her to win from him in a battle. But she quickly hid the smile 
to change it into an intrigued look. "Who else do you think might be 
headed there?" She asked. 

"If we knew that we could stop that." Ragnar replied with a smile, 
not willing to let them in on all the details. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Morning came soon, too soon. The tired riders stood at the arena 



ready to leave as the first rays of sunshine came over the land 
behind them. The dragons were more awake then their respective 
drivers, which was good since they had to do most of the work during 
the flight. Tuffnut sat impatiently on his dragon, waiting to leave. 
Next to him Ruffnut was calmly sleeping on top of her head. Gently 
snoring as she lay in her saddle. The male twin was watching his 
sister, thinking that it might not be the worst idea to get some shut 
eye . <p> 

Fishlegs was excited, and not as tired as the rest of the riders. He 
had gone to sleep early, eager to learn about the new location that 
the assassins had discovered. He had packed his bags. He had taken 
everything that he would need. A tent, some supplies, a spyglass and 
a lens to study detailed objects. As well as a couple of notebooks 
and pieces of charcoal to record his findings. 

Heather yawned on the back of Shimmer, the dragon impatiently waiting 
for the group to leave. Sometimes she would almost slip away into the 
land of dreams, but luckily Shimmer would be so helpful as to give 
her a small and gentle shock when Heather's leg touched her body, 
what a helpful and nice dragon she was. 

Astrid was wide awake, sitting ready in the saddle of Stormfly. It 
wouldn't surprise her if the two boys played some kind of trick on 
them, and she would be ready for it. Sure, she trusted them alright. 
They would defend them with their lives, not that it would be 
necessary. But they still weren't sharing the full story with her. 

She had also packed supplies. Just a bit different though. She had 
her axe, a sharpening stone, and a large net. Useful for fishing for 
food, hunting for animals, or trapping other things, hooded things. 
She also had brought another surprise with her. 

She looked around. Heather shot up as she received another gentle 
shock from her dragon. She cursed lightly, rubbing the spot where her 
leg had hit her dragon. Behind her stood Barf and Belch, their riders 
now both sleeping on their back. Next to them stood Fishlegs, who was 
observing the two assassins that were discussing their plan of 
actions . 

She sighed, they we're only waiting for one person and that was 
Snotlout, the idiot had slept in and was late. The group had decided 
that if he didn't show up soon they would just leave. Astrid wouldn't 
mind not having him with her. He would probably do something like not 
bringing a tent and then asking if he could sleep with her, and she 
hadn't brought a bucket with her. 

Luckily, or unfortunately, he arrived, Hookfang running and flying 
through the village to get to the arena. "I'm here!" He yelled as he 
crossed the bridge, panting and breathing in heavy breaths. 

"Good." Hiccup said as he adjusted Toothless' taifin, the dragon 
understanding and flapping its large black wings, taking off from the 
ground and flying off. Ragnar quickly followed him, as well as the 
other riders . 

"Not even a good morning?" Snotlout asked himself as he sat on the 
back of Hookfang. "Did I not deserve a good morning?" He asked his 
dragon, who simply huffed in reply, taking off and following the 
other dragons . 



The group flew quickly, well, as quickly as Meatlug allowed them to 
go. The Gronkle wasn't the fastest dragon, so they had to compensate. 
This meant that they kind of flew in smaller groups. The assassins 
flew in front, discussing some things they the rest couldn't hear. 
Astrid and Heather flew close behind them, trying to pick up parts of 
the conversation. It seemed like they were discussing the likelihood 
of encountering enemies. 

Then came the Twins, they kept each other company as they slept on 
their Dragon, Barf and Belch calmly keeping the two upright. They had 
stretched their necks out and held them next to each other. Providing 
a good place for the two sleeping twins to sleep and not fall from 
the dragon. 

Meatlug and Fishlegs flew on the back, together with Snotlout and 
Hookfang. Fishlegs was already drawing out their flight path on a 
chart, while Snotlout was calmly snoring on the back of 
Hookfang . 

The flight wasn't too long indeed, and they arrived as the sun was 
just beginning to feel warm. The island was in sight, and it was 
smaller than they had thought. It was basically a group of seastacks, 
differentiating in height. The tallest one reached as high as a tall 
pine tree, while others were only as high as the average house. 
Luckily for them, the seastack like rock towers stood on an island, 
and they could land on a grass-filled opening on the middle of the 
main island. 

"Alright." Astrid said as she stretched. "What now." 

"Straight to busyness." Ragnar muttered softly, looking at Hiccup. "I 
see why you like her." 

Hiccup gave a look that immediately shut Ragnar up. "We need a camp." 
Hiccup said. "I suggest the broadest stack." 

"Good view and inaccessible without a dragon." Astrid said, 
understanding the choice. "Sounds like a plan." She turned around, 
wanting to instruct the rest of the riders with different tasks. But 
she was disappointed with the sight she saw. 

She couldn't say that she was surprised. The twins were still 
sleeping, but now on the ground. Barf and Belch had dropped them off 
and had directly joined them in their slumber. The same went for 
Snotlout and Hookfang, the two gently sleeping on the grass opening. 
Even Heather was sleeping, curled up on the back of Shimmers 
shoulder, careful not to touch the skin of the dragon. Astrid was 
surprised that the Shockjaw would allow this, but quickly discovered 
that the dragons was also sleeping. Only Fishlegs was awake, already 
writing busily, drawing maps of the island and looking at local 
plants . 

Astrid sighed heavily, sometimes she felt ashamed for the group that 
she flew with. She walked over to the unsuspecting Fishlegs and 
pulled him back by his the hem of his vest. The startled boy look at 
the irritated blonde, not saying anything in the hopes of not 
provoking her. 


"Tell them, that our base will be here." She said as she grabbed the 
notebook he was holding and drew a fat cross on the top right stack. 



Hiccup winced as he saw this happening, knowing what it felt like 
when someone ruined a good map or drawing. Fishlegs nodded slowly and 
quickly went back to his plants. 

She then turned back to the assassins. "So, why are we here?" She 
asked in a calmer voice. 

"I'm afraid we know as much as you guys on that part." Ragnar said. 
"The map only gave the location, not a detailed description of what 
is here . " 

"They never do." Hiccup silently muttered. 

"I'll set up a camp on the top of the stack." Astrid said. "And I'll 
keep a lookout . " 

"Alright, we'll go see what we can find on the island." Hiccup said 
as he slid of the back of Toothless. "But keep down, we don't want 
everyone to know we're here." 

"Understood." Astrid said as she climbed back on Stormfly, letting 
the dragon fly up towards the broadest stack. 

"Alright, If you were something on an island." Ragnar began. "What 
and where would you be?" 

"Something small." Hiccup said to answer the first part of the 
question. He looked up towards the stacks. "And properly 
hidden . " 

"So a needle in a haystack." Ragnar confirmed with a sigh. 

"Great . " 

They started searching on the main island. Looking for entrances in 
the rocks, secret passages, strange cracks, and fake foliage, 
anything that could lead to a hiding place. The only thing they found 
were dirt, a few pinecones and the nibble of a curious Terrible 
Terror that had hid itself in a small crack. 

"Hello fellow." Ragnar said as he removed his hand from the crack. 

The small dragon hanging from his sleeve. He bit hard enough to 
support his weight, but not hard enough to tear the fabric. He 
scratched the little dragon underneath the chin, which immediately 
forced it to let go of the strange object he had suddenly found in 
his hiding spot. Because he let go, the little dragon fell down, 
falling on his back. He quickly regained himself and fluttered off, 
flying up the rock wall and crawling in a large crack that was there 
a bit above them. 

They looked at it together, another dragon hearable inside. It didn't 
take long for a small Thunderdrum to emerge from the hole and quickly 
fly off, diving into the cold sea. Hiccup looked at Ragnar, who 
looked back with a dedicated expression. "That hole seems big 
enough." Ragnar said calmly, looking at the crack in the rock 
wall . 

"Here." Hiccup said as he placed his back against the rock wall. 
Linking his hands together to help Ragnar up. Ragnar place his foot 
in Hiccup hands and he quickly and effectively lifted him up the side 
of the rocks. Ragnar quickly grabbed the edge of the rock, pulling 



himself up. Hiccup followed quickly, scaling the wall with his hook 
and his hands. Ragnar helped him up the last part and the two stood 
at the entrance of the small cave. 

"It's certainly bigger than it looks from down there." Ragnar said as 
he looked at inside the dark cave. Hiccup grabbed his sword, 
extending the blade and lighting it to use it as a torch. The saliva 
burned fiercely and effectively lit up the cave. They could now see 
that it was only raw stone for a little bit. After a while the raw 
and jagged stone of the cave turned to clean and smooth slabs of some 
kind of material, which looked like stone. 

"Wow." Hiccup breathed as he led. In the stone were some strange 
lines of a dark blue colour, he kneeled and held his sword close to 
inspect it. It was like the blue lines absorbed the light of his 
sword, the flames dies out and the lines began to glow with a light 
blue colour. It lit the insides of the smooth part perfectly. Hiccup 
stepped back as it happened, startled by the sudden change. "It's 
like Sicily." 

"Indeed it is." Ragnar said slowly as he observed the clean lines and 
strange construction that were still a mystery to them. "We're on the 
right track." 

It didn't take long for the two assassins to decide to delve deeper 
into the mysterious temple. The floor was made like a staircase, a 
small edge separating the different height. It winded downwards, and 
they explored deeper into the stack. At the bottom was a small room, 
only a few meters broad and as long in depth. In the middle stood a 
small pedestal, lit up with the blue lines that had followed them 
down . 

They looked at the pedestal. It was a straight piece of stone that 
rose from the ground to the height of their hip. On top of it lay a 
small disc, perfectly centred in the middle of the pedestal. 

"It's a lens for the Dragon Eye." Ragnar softly said. He recognised 
the pattern of the little disc. "Should we grab it?" 

"It could be dangerous." Hiccup replied, thinking about the best 
idea. "But we can't leave it here for Templars to find." 

"Then what do we do?" Ragnar asked. A part of him wanted to grab it 
and just walk out, but another part of him thought that something bad 
could happen. Another part of him felt something strange near his 
foot. The small Terrible Terror from earlier had decided to venture 
deeper into his cavern now that it was lit up, and was again 
intrigued with Ragnar ' s clothes. "Damn it." Ragnar said as he shook 
his foot, the little dragon keeping a firm grip on his pants. He 
scratched him underneath the chin again, the dragon turning to a heap 
of jelly in an instant. "Good" He said as he lifted the little beast 
from the ground and found a good place for him. "Now go find 
something else to play with." 

And he did. The small dragon quickly made its way through the small 
room, smelling everything and licking the blue lines a few times. 

Then his eye felt on the small shiny circle in the middle of the 
room. And he made a straight way to it. 


"NO." Ragnar butted out, seeing what the dragon was going for. But it 



was too late. The small dragon dived down and grabbed the small disc. 
But Ragnar ' s outburst did startle him, and he quickly flew away. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Heather stretched, she had finally made up for the few hours of 
sleep that she had lacked that night and she felt well rested. And 
nothing was better than waking up with some kind of 
yelling . <p> 

Wait, yelling? 

She looked behind her, where a tall stack stood, and she was looking 
straight at a rock wall. Although the yelling definitely came from 
there. Underneath the wall Toothless was waiting, looking up at a 
small hole that she could see. 

"What is going on?" She asked herself, and then she saw a Terrible 
Terror crawl out of the hole, something shiny in its mouth. It didn't 
take long for the origin of the yelling to come around the corner of 
the cave, as Hiccup ran out of it, forgetting that they were a few 
meters above the ground. 

Astrid also came looking at this point, seeing the young heir fall 
straight down and land on his dragon with a groan. "I thought they 
were supposed to be professional?" Astrid asked Heather as she looked 
at the young adult slowly getting off his dragon. Ragnar also stood 
at the top of the cliff, making sure Hiccup was okay. As soon as he 
was satisfied that he was, he jumped off, landing with a graceful 
roll and continuing the pursuit for the little dragon. 

"Mine is." Heather said with a smug smile. Earning an annoyed look 
from Astrid. 

Hiccup rolled of Toothless, slowly getting up, and looking for the 
small terror. He soon found Ragnar chasing the little beast. And also 
joined in the chase. 

It was horrible, the little dragon was way too fast and way too 
manoeuvrable. It was almost like he deliberately tried to make them 
run into each other. After a twig had caught Hiccups prosthetic and a 
branch had made short work of Ragnar the small dragon disappeared in 
the foliage. 

"Shit." Ragnar muttered as he got up and dusted himself off. "We'll 
never find him now." 

"Tell me about it." Hiccup added. "Terrors in the foliage are 
impossible . " 

Astrid grinned, little did the two assassins know that the Terror 
wasn't a wild dragon. "I'm heading up to the camp." She said to 
Heather. "Care to join me?" 

"Sure." Heather said, feeling like Astrid was planning something. The 
two mounted their dragons and quickly climbed to the stack where 
their camp was, leaving the two assassins to search for the small 
dragon . 


They landed softly on the stack where their camp was, Astrid had 



already set up her tent, which she shared with Heather. She had made 
a small fire pit, but hadn't lit a fire, since it could warn others 
about their presence. A few logs lay around the pit, which could be 
used to sit on. Heather sat down, petting Shimmer who lay down beside 
her. Astrid sat on the other side of the fire, grinning. 

"Alright, spit it out." Heather said as she watched the blonde smile. 
"What did you do?" 

"Well, I was just thinking." Astrid began with a smile, pulling a 
small metal disc from her pocket. "Maybe it's time we get to see 
things first . " 

"What is that?" Heather asked as she looked at the object in Astrid' s 
hands, it was a small metal ring with a cut stone in the centre. 

"I don't know." Astrid said, observing the small disc. "I think it's 
a lens for that tube they have." 

"The Dragon Eye?" Heather asked curiously. "Maybe it'll give a new 
map . " 

"It could." Astrid said as she observed the small item. "But I'm 
planning on trading it for information." 

"Aah, clever." Heather said as she scratched Shimmer a bit more, 
quickly pulling her hand back when she saw the sparks between his 
tendrils. "So what did you want to know from them?" 

Astrid fell silent, thinking heavily. "I'm still working on that." 

She said. 

Meanwhile, a couple of meters lower, the two assassins were still 
chasing a small dragon. Who was now calmly sitting halfway into a 
bag, eating some food that they had brought. Hiccup and Ragnar were 
standing a few feet away from it, waiting in a few bushes. 

"Alright, we grab it together." Ragnar said softly, not wanting the 
little dragon to hear them. 

"Sounds like a plan." Hiccup replied as he observed the wiggling tail 
of the dragon, who was probably starting on his second piece of fruit 
by now. "We go on three." 

"One." Ragnar began, readying himself to catch the dragon. 

"Two . " 

"Oh hey Sneaky." Fishlegs said as he hurried to the bag, grabbing the 
little Terrible Terror and lifting it up. The little dragon wriggles 
in his grasp, and apple in his mouth. "Don't eat our supplies." 

The two assassins looked at each other, sharing a look of disbelief 
and shock. They came out from the bushes where they were hiding, 
approaching Fishlegs. 

"You know this dragon?" Hiccup asked while Ragnar searched through 
the bag, hoping to find the lens. He held it upside down, a few 
fruits falling out, but nothing more. 

"Yea, this is Sneaky." Fishlegs explained. "It's a Terror that Astrid 



trained . " 


"Astrid." Hiccup muttered softly. Ragnar beside him threw the bag on 
the ground, now empty. 

"Then we know where to find it." Ragnar said as he got stood up. 
Inspecting the small Terror. "This little bastard gave us quite a 
hassle . " 

"How come?" Fishlegs asked as he scratched the dragon, the little 
beast relaxing and finding a place in his neck. "He's one of the best 
trained dragons we have." 

"Why doesn't that surprise me?" Ragnar muttered softly. He was 
annoyed, they had been chasing the little dragon for a while now, and 
he'd probably already given the lens to Astrid a while ago. But he 
was also able to see the humour in the situation. They had been 
fooled, something that didn't happen often. A small smile came on his 
face, he turned to Hiccup as Fishlegs walked off, still petting 
Sneaky. Ragnar lowered his voice even more, to the point where Hiccup 
could just hear it. "Mine would never do something like that." He 
said softly, annoying his partner to an extend that he knew very 
well . 

"Let's just get the damn lens." Hiccup said annoyed. Ever since they 
had set foot on Berk Ragnar had been teasing him. And it didn't help 
that he was now more or less officially courting with Heather, 
because that left him with nothing to tease about. 

They mounted their dragons and headed towards the camp. The twins 
were still sleeping, as was Snotlout. And Fishlegs had probably seen 
every leaf of every plant at the moment, but that didn't stop him 
from looking at even more. 

Astrid quickly hid the disc when she heard the two pairs of wings 
beating. It didn't take long for the two assassins to rise above the 
edge of the island, dismounting their dragons and joining the two 
girls at the camp. Hiccup sat down on one of the logs that lay around 
the fire pit. Ragnar remained near the dragons, leaning against a 
tree . 

"Hey guys." Astrid said innocently as Heather was trying to keep her 
laugh. "Found anything?" 

"Yea, another small disc for the Dragon Eye." Ragnar explained 
sarcast ically . "I'm sure you know all about it." 

"I have no idea what you're talking about." Astrid said calmly, 
twisting the disc between her fingers behind her back. 

"Sure." Hiccup began. "And the Terrible Terror down there isn't 
yours? Sneaky was its name?" 

"I don't know of a Dragon named Sneaky." Astrid said with a straight 
face. Unfortunately for her, said dragon had heard his name when 
Hiccup said it, and now heard his trainer say it. It ran from the 
bushes, jumping on her lap and rolling on his back to get petted. 

It was silent. Astrid looked down at the purring dragon on her lap, 
silently cursing herself. No matter how well you trained them, they 



were still Terrible Terrors, and they did have the attention span of 
a squirrel. She looked up to see Hiccup and Ragnar, both having 
satisfied grins on their faces. 

The silence was broken by Heather laughter. She found it extremely 
amusing to see Astrid like that, caught red handed with her 
accomplice on her lap. The way she looked was amazing, like a little 
kid that was caught trying to get a cookie from the jar. Her eyes 
were open wide, staring at the dragon in her lap and at the two 
assassins in front of her. 

Hiccup looked at her with pity, he had been in that position many a 
times, often when he had destroyed something in the village and he 
could hear his father approaching. 

"Can we please have the lens now?" Hiccup asked softly. 

"No." Astrid said with a smile, she might have been officially 
caught, but she still had the lens. 

"Aah, Astrid." Heather whined with a sad tone. "He said 
please . " 

"Whose side are you on?" Astrid asked with a frown. 

"I guess you'll have to find out." Heather said with a smile. "It's a 
mystery . " 

"Please tell me if you do." Ragnar joked. Earning him an annoyed look 
from Heather, which shut him up. 

"Alright." Hiccup said when it was silent again. "Why not?" 

"Because it's mine." Astrid said childishly. "And you already have a 
bunch . " 

"But we really need it." Hiccup said slowly, talking to Astrid like 
she was a little girl, which he could quickly see she didn't 
like . 

"I want to be involved." Astrid then simply said. "You still have the 
next locations to check, I'm making sure you don't discover something 
new without me . " 

Hiccup froze, looking back at Ragnar for backup. He shrugged, he had 
already accepted the fact that they weren't going to lose them, so 
they'd better play nice. "Fine." Hiccup sighed, seeing Heather and 
Astrid sit up straight in their victory. "But do keep it safe." 

"Do you promise?" Astrid asked sternly. "Do you." 

"Yes, I do." Hiccup said in defeat. "We'll let you tag along some 
more . " 

"Excellent." She said as she tossed the lens to Hiccup. She trusted 
him enough that he would keep his word and she was knew that she'd 
have to loosen up a bit on him if she wanted him to get closer to 
him. It wouldn't help if he saw her as some kind of angry nanny. "I 
guess that's the safest place for it." She said as he caught 
it . 



"Thanks." Hiccup said with a smile as he observed the lens. A part 
was made from three parts, each with a different colour. One was 
green, probably emerald. The other was red, ruby, and the last one 
was purple, amethyst. It split the lens perfectly, and would probably 
make a strange and unreadable map. They would need more lenses to 
make it clearer. 

"Looks like we're done here for the time being." Ragnar said as he 
sat down on a stump. "Where are the next locations?" 

Hiccup grabbed his notebook, where he had made a quick and simple map 
with the locations that the Dragon Eye had provided. They were 
currently on the most right location on the map, which lay to the 
east of Berk. There were two more locations, one to the northeast and 
one in the far north. 

He gulped, but it was soft enough that no one noticed, the most North 
location was close to where he had last encountered the rouge dragon 
rider. And he didn't look forward to returning there and explaining 
that to Astrid and Heather. 

**AN: ** 

**Another one down. What will the strange and curious lenses lead to? 
Who knows?** 

**Anyway, so far for my vacations, now it's time for study and work 
again. Woohoo ! I wanted to thank everyone for your patience these 
last three weeks. I'll try to update every two weeks again and I 
might try to do it weekly, but that will depend on how busy my study 
will be.** 

**Also, the poll on my profile page has again been reset, I've taken 
note of the likes and dislikes and have reduced the ideas to a mere 
few. There are now only three. You can only choose one per vote, so 
choose wisely.** 

**Just kidding, it really doesn't matter that much, but do vote. It 
gives me an idea what kind of stories everyone is waiting for and 
what you guys want to read. It also allows me to already start 
writing, which will mean that I have a head-start and can probably 
update every week, if not more often.** 

**Anyway, thanks for reviewing, liking, following, all that sweet 
stuff. Thanks, and I'll see you.** 

**Take care!** 


15. Chapter 15, A day rest 

The wind blew through the tall trees, making the large pines wave 
softly. The island turned out to be a perfect place to camp. It was 
about the size of the village of Berk. It had one rocky side and a 
calmer side with a small beach, from there it was all trees, bushes 
and moss. They had already spotted a bit of wildlife and dragons, and 
they had decided that the island would be perfect to keep their camp 



on . 


The broadest stack was surprisingly effective for a camp, it was 
impossible to reach without a dragon or good climbing gear, thus 
being perfectly defendable. It also provided good sight around the 
island, only the rocky part being covered by another stack. That 
wasn't a problem though, since ships wouldn't be able to dock 
there . 

The twins had finally woken up, quickly deciding that it would be 
best to first find a proper place to continue to sleep. They had set 
up their tent quickly, which was a surprise that they even managed to 
share anything besides a dragon and their last name. Afterwards they 
had headed off, exploring the island. 

Snotlout had also woken up, and was busily collecting twigs and large 
branches to make a shelter. He had indeed forgotten to take a tent, 
and Astrid's gentle gaze had diverted him from asking if he could 
sleep in theirs. 

Fishlegs was now also out, picking certain leaves and gathering 
unknown herbs and bringing them to Hiccup, so he could make a 
detailed drawing of them. Fishlegs could also draw, but not as well 
as Hiccup could. Fishlegs would take a good time to make a shoddy but 
usable drawing of a plant, while Hiccup just recreated the entire 
plant on paper in a matter of minutes. It was an incredible skill 
that he had. 

The camp had been fully set up, the four tents stood proudly, the 
wind gently blowing over them. They had already made a fire pit, and 
had gathered enough wood for a fire that would be able to cook their 
food and keep them warm for the night. The fire would be low enough 
that the light wouldn't be seen, and the black sky of the night would 
cover the smoke of the fire. 

Hiccup sat quietly on a log by the fire pit. Watching as Ragnar was 
preparing tinder to light the fire when the food needed to be cooked. 
It was slow and tedious work, but also simple and easy. He slowly 
slid his knife down the piece of wood in front of him, cutting off a 
thin strip of wood every time he did so. The thin strips would burn 
quickly, producing the fire and heat that was necessary to make the 
larger pieces of wood catch fire. 

"So what's the plan?" The assassin asked as he cut another slice of 
wood from his piece, putting it on the growing stack next to him. "We 
rest a day?" 

"That's probably the best plan." Hiccup said as he calmly looked 
around the camp. It was extremely well hidden thanks to the thick 
foliage on the stack. "One day of rest would do everyone 
good . " 

"Well, they weren't exactly awake this morning." Ragnar said with a 
grin. "I must say that I was quite disappointed." 

"Well, I can't say I expected something differently." Hiccup 
responded as he looked at the map in his notebook. "I didn't expect 
Heather to be sleeping though." 

"She needs here sleep." Ragnar defended her. "She'll get 



grumpy . 

They sat in silence, the subject of sleep was something the two 
rarely discussed, with a good reason. "How have you been sleeping?" 
Hiccup asked carefully. He knew that if Ragnar slept he'd sleep deep 
and long, but that was usually not the case. 

"The same." Ragnar responded shortly. Eyes on the ground and laying 
his knife beside him on the bench. "Mostly." 

"Mostly?" Hiccup asked curiously. "So there's improvement?" 

"Yes." Ragnar said, but he almost said it like it was a question. "I 
think she helps me." 

"You do?" Hiccup asked, looking at the empty fire pit. "Good." 

"Yea, I don't know what it is." Ragnar said softly. "I just feel 

it . " 


"Any improvement is good improvement." Hiccup said with a smile, 
before his face turned grave. "And, how are the, you 
know? " 


"Nightmares?" Ragnar asked, filling in Hiccup's careful question. "No 
change there." 

"Alright." Hiccup said softly, dooming the two with the calm silence 
of the barren camp. 


The silence was however quickly broken by the sounds of flapping 
wings, and the group of riders arrived from behind the 
treeline . 


"What's the plan?" Heather asked as she slid of her dragon. The rest 
of the group following behind. "We got them back to discuss the next 
step . " 

"Smart." Ragnar said with a smile. "Hiccup, would you tell 
them . " 

"Sure." Hiccup took over from Ragnar. "We stay a day, rest up a 
bit . " 

The group looked relieved, they had feared another early leave, and 
they weren't looking forward to one. The twins high-fived, and Astrid 
and Heather shared a relieved look. Fishlegs was grabbing the 
carefully gathered leaves from Meatlug's satchel, and Snotlout was 
quickly bringing his last few sticks over to his improvised 
shelter . 


The sun was just a little bit above the sea, and would soon dip 
underneath the waves. It was a beautiful sight, but they had other 
things to do. "We need food." Astrid stated calmly. "We haven't taken 
any supplies with us from Berk." 

"There are Berries around the island." Fishlegs said, opening his own 
notebook. "But I don't think all of them are edible." 


"Can you be for certain?" Ragnar asked with a raised eyebrow, earning 



a shrug from Fishlegs. "Let's not do that." 


"Other options?" Astrid asked with a sigh. "We got to find enough for 
eight . " 

"We could fish." Tuffnut said as he hung upside down from his dragon. 
"There seems to be quite some near the rocky parts." 

"Yea, we can use Astrid' s net!" Ruffnut added, earning an annoyed 
look from Astrid. 

"You brought a net?" Hiccup asked curiously. "Why?" 

"Fishing, hunting, that sort of stuff." Astrid calmly answered. 

"Never hurts to bring one with you." 

"Astrid' s trying to catch her something alright!" Tuffnut yelled from 
underneath his dragon as he pointed at Hiccup, causing Astrid to 
quickly turn and yank him down to the ground. The group was silent as 
they looked at Tuffnut, the only sound being Heather soft 
laughing . 

"Anyways." Hiccup said, oblivious to the hint. "The twins can go 
fishing with the net, that way we'll have good food 
tonight . " 

"Awesome!" The twins yelled in unison as they grabbed the net from 
one satchel of Stormfly with incredible speed. They quickly flew off 
and headed to the rocky waters near the side of the 
island . 

"Anything else that needs doing?" Fishlegs asked, watching the twins 
head off. 

"Have you found any fresh water on the isle?" Astrid asked. Fresh 
water was vital to their survival. They had brought a small supply 
with them, but it was quickly running out. 

"Yes I did." Fishlegs said as he started digging in his satchel for 
another notebook. "There is a pond of rainwater, fresh." 

"Can you get some?" Astrid asked annoyed, Fishlegs probably wanted to 
show her the location and then talk for hours about the different 
plants that he had found, and she wasn't feeling like 
that . 

"Snotlout, could you go watch the twins?" Astrid asked as she turned 
around. Snotlout looked up from his building, causing the entire 
shelter to collapse. Not that that was a difficult thing, the shelter 
only consisted of two branches against a rock, covered with twigs and 
moss. He would never have been able to fit under there. 

"Yea, sure." Snotlout said in defeat, it looked like he had to accept 
Fishlegs' offer to share his tent. Which was horrible because 
Fishlegs rolled and kicked in his sleep. 

Fishlegs and Snotlout headed off, each flying in a different 
direction. Snotlout headed down to the water, while Fishlegs headed 
towards the tallest stack on the island. 



"Alright, what else?" Astrid asked as she turned around. Seeing that 
the rest had taken a seat on the logs while she was sending everyone 
around . 


"A fire and preparing the fish." Hiccup answered. "Who does the fire, 
who prepares the fish." 

Although it was common knowledge that Astrid was bad at cooking, she 
still liked it. "We'll prepare the" 

"FIRE!" Heather quickly said, the two assassins being smart enough to 
keep their sighs of relief to themselves. "Let's make a 
f ire . " 

"Okay." Astrid said with a raised eyebrow. "We'll take the fire." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The water splashed highly as it hit the rocks near the low 
cliffs. It flew a bit into the air, before softly landing back into 
the giant blue sea. Fish were slowly swimming around in the water. 
Seeking a nice place to hide from the rough seas in the gentler parts 
of water between the rocks. When they finally found it they gladly 
rested in the shallower waters. <p> 

Until a net caught them and dragged them above the surface. 

The net was hung between the necks of the Zippleback. This way they 
could fly low and have it just hanging in the water while the dragon 
stayed dry. This was their third pass, and they had finally caught a 
good amount of big fish in the net. 

Snotlout was standing on the cliffs, watching in awe as the twin 
successfully caught fish, not destroying anything or deciding to do 
something stupid. They landed next to him, the fish still writhing 
heavily . 

They quickly grabbed the slippery fish, giving each of them a quick 
and hard beat against a nearby rock, killing them. It was cruel, but 
necessary for their survival. So was the food chain. 

The dragons were mounted and the fish was laid back in the net, which 
allowed for easy transport. They flew back towards the stack, the sky 
now slowly turning dark. The fire had already been started by Astrid 
and Heather, and the foliage covered the light perfectly. Fishlegs 
had already returned with a few waterskins, filled to the brim with 
fresh water. 

It didn't take long for Hiccup and Ragnar to prepare the fish. First 
they cut of the head, careful to where they throw it, since seven 
fighting dragons were not ideal on the stack. Afterwards they'd 
removed the intestines and it was pretty much good to go, you only 
needed to mount it on a sharpened stick and you could start frying it 
above the fire. 

They easily had enough for everyone, and he kept a small portion of 
the fish carefully hidden away, so that the dragons wouldn't grab 
them. Astrid had already fed Sneaky to the point where he would no 
longer beg for food. Since the dragon proved to be very dangerous 
against food supplies on camping trips. 



They passed the sticks around, everyone mounting their prepared fish 
on the sharp end of it, carefully hanging it above the fire. They sat 
on the four longs around the fire. Two people sitting on one 
log . 

They were calmly chatting during the slow cooking of their fish. And 
slowly the stories arose. They consisted of the numerous adventures 
that they had against the Berserkers and generally around the 
archipelago. But also of the strange things that had happened at 
Berk . 

"No, I swear, he had just finished the trap, rigging it to a tall 
pine." Ruffnut explained. "And then, BAM, he triggers it, getting 
pulling into the air." 

"I may or may not have panicked." Tuffnut said. "So I grabbed the 
closest thing I could find." 

"And that's why we had to rescue both of them from a tree." Astrid 
finished, it was one of the strangest properties of the twins, they 
were always extremely proud at the moments that they had done 
something wrong. "Any other questions?" 

Ragnar looked at Hiccup, who was staring at his fish with utmost 
concentrat ion . He slowly turned his stick, allowing the flames to 
lick every side of the fish. "No, I think we're good." 

Astrid sat next to Hiccup, also watching how focussed he was with his 
food. His stick gently and slowly rolled through his hands, turning 
the fish to expose each side to the fire. The fire was reflected in 
his emerald eyes, the embers burning brighter and fiercer in the 
reflection than in real life. It was a beautiful sight. 

He then adjusted his position, pulling the stick in and feeling at 
the crust that had formed around the fish. "I think mine is done." He 
said as he grabbed his knife, cleaning it on his pants before cutting 
his fish in two on his lap. He put it down on the thicker parts of 
his armour, since it was still very hot. 

"Astrid, I'd say your fish is done too." Ragnar calmly said as he 
watched the black object at the end of the fire. Astrid quickly 
snapped out of her trance, looking at her fish. 

"Done?" Ruffnut asked. "Done for you mean." 

"Shit." Astrid cursed as her already burned food caught fire. She 
quickly pulled it towards her and used a stick to get it off the tip, 
tossing the burnt fish into the fire. 

"Four times a charm." Heather said softly, turning her fish above the 
f ire . 

Astrid, because she was sitting next to Hiccup, had full access to 
the supply of food. And she quickly tried to grab a new fish. 

However, a hand grabbed her own. She followed the hand, which quickly 
turned into a leather gauntlet. As she followed the arm upwards. 
"Don't." Hiccup said calmly as he guided her hand away from the stack 
of fish. 



Luckily for Astrid, the red glow of the fire masked her blush, 
because she would not have heard the end of it otherwise. Hiccup 
calmly cut his fish in two, giving one half of the properly cooked 
meal to Astrid. She gladly accepted, pulling a piece off it and 
putting it in her mouth, she was terribly hungry. Astrid said a quick 
thanks while ate some more fish, it was truly delicious. Although she 
was convinced that she could do the same, if only she had another 
try . 

A bit from them, Ragnar and Heather were calmly watching the scene. 
Ragnar had a huge grin on his face. "It's truly amazing." He softly 
said so that only Heather heard him. "He's both extremely good at 
flirting and extremely bad." 

Heather looked confused at Ragnar. "Explain." She softly demanded as 
she turned her fish. 

"Look at him." Ragnar softly said as he pointed at the two eating the 
fish. Hiccup already having speared another one and Astrid watching 
the next part of the meal with anticipation, occasionally glancing at 
Hiccup. "He has totally got her, but he doesn't notice." 

Heather looked, noticing that Hiccup was again oblivious to 
everything, not only the hints of others, but even his own flirting. 
"Wow." She softly said when she realised this. "He's an 
idiot . " 

"Tell me about it." Ragnar said as he pulled his stick back, 
inspecting his fish. 

The night passed quickly, after a few fishes everyone was full, and 
the rests were given to the dragons. Although the large beasts had 
already eaten they gladly accepted the leftovers. The moon stood high 
on the sky, and it slowly started sinking. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid stretched, forgetting that she didn't sleep alone in the 
tent anymore. Heather brushed the arm out of her face with an annoyed 
grumble, before turning around. Astrid sat up, blinking a few times 
to make sure she was fully awake. "Come on." She said to the still 
figure beside her. "Time to go out sleepy head."<p> 

"Just a bit longer." Heather mumbled as she turned away from Astrid, 
who sighed at this answer. 

"Fine." The blonde said. "I'll get started on breakfast." 

"Wait!" Heather said, suddenly wide awake. Astrid looked at her with 
surprise. "I'll help." 

They calmly crawled out of their tents, being greeted by the fresh 
morning air and Tuffnut, who was poking the last few embers of the 
fire with a stick. 

"Good morning." Heather said as she yawned, earning no response from 
Tuffnut. She noticed that Ruffnut wasn't to be found, while the flaps 
of their tent were open and showed it was vacant. "Where's your 
sister? " 



"Down." Tuffnut answered quickly, poking the fire again and softly 
talking to himself. 

"Down where?" Astrid asked calmly as she secured the last straps of 
her armour. 

"Down down." Tuffnut only answered as he looked at them with an 
annoyed expression. 

"Right." Astrid said as she sat down on a log. She looked at Heather, 
who was looking at the tents. 

One of the tents was empty, and the other one had the snoring of two 
Vikings. She knew that the last one was Snotlout and Fishlegs calmly 
sleeping away. But her focus lay with the dormant assassin 
tent . 

"Where are Ragnar and Hiccup?" She asked Tuffnut, hoping that he had 
seen them. 

Tuffnut sighed heavily, turning to them. He opened his mouth to 
speak, but Astrid cut him off. 

"If you say down one more time." She threatened, lifting her axe off 
the ground a small bit. 

Tuffnut swallowed. "They are, well, how do you?" He stuttered, slowly 
walking back and eventually shielding himself from her behind a tree. 
"Bottom . " 

Astrid raised her axe, slowly approaching the tree that Tuffnut had 
shielded himself behind. "Down! Bottom! Floor! Below!" The male twin 
cried out as he walked further backwards, eventually stumbling and 
crawling backwards. He however had to stop when he reached the end of 
the stack. 

"Where are they?" Astrid asked again, this time even more hostile. 
Tuffnut merely replied by pointing downwards, at the lowest part of 
the island. 

Heather watched it unfold. Seeing Astrid walk back towards Stormfly, 
having put her axe on her back. "Right." She slowly said as she 
followed her to her own dragon. Following her, well, down. 

They landed on the ground softly, for some reason not willing to try 
make too much noise in the early morning. However, before they could 
walk too far they were quickly jumped by Ruffnut, who clamped a hand 
over both their mouths. 

"Sshhhhhhh." The female twin said, removing her hand when she was 
satisfied with the silence. "You'll scare them away." 

"Scare who away?" Astrid asked with a soft but annoyed tone. 

"Who do you think?" Ruffnut said as she walked over to the bushed she 
had come from. Laying down and crawling underneath them. She stopped 
when she was a little bit in, motioning the others to 
follow . 


Heather looked at Astrid, who rolled her eyes, before getting down on 



her knees and following the female twin through the bushes. They had 
to crawl quite a bit, but Ruffnut would immediately turn around and 
hiss at them if they only tried to stand up or made too much 
noise . 

They crawled through the dry ground and damp grass. Astrid and 
Heather slowly growing curious to the major discovery that Ruffnut 
had made. They reached the last part of the bushed, and could hear 
the soft and heavy occasional thuds of wood on wood. 

"Stop!" Ruffnut ordered. "We can't go further." 

"What?" Astrid asked confused, trying to look in front of her, but 
the female twin was blocking her sight. 

"Just look through the leaves, but don't get too close, they'll see 
you." Ruffnut said as she got in position between the other girls. 
"And get ready to drool." 

"Ready to what?" Heather asked confused as she moved a few leaves out 
of the way, looking through the foliage. They were at the end of the 
island, near the beach. She looked through the leaves and saw Ragnar. 
Holding a large wooden training sword. But that wasn't what caught 
her attention, he was shirtless. 

Astrid had the same focus, since Hiccup was standing in front of him, 
two smaller swords in his hands, but he was also not wearing a shirt. 
Her jaw dropped the ground harder than a dragon that forgot how to 
fly. They were training, going at each other with the wooden swords, 
one of them relentlessly attacking while the other kept dodging, 
parrying and blocking. 

It was Ragnar ' s turn to attack. The two calmly walked in a circle 
around each other. Hiccup's back to the girls. Heather was trying to 
look past him, while Astrid was enjoying the view of the sweat that 
glistered in the early morning sun. Astrid knew that she should pay 
attention to something else, wanting to observe the assassins 
fighting style, but the way that the two young adults threw 
themselves at each other was just too mesmerising. She could clearly 
see all the hidden muscle working, putting power in the blocks and 
parries . 

It was incredibly amazing how agile Hiccup was with his leg, even 
when his prosthetic would occasionally sink away in the sand he still 
managed to roll across Ragnar ' s back and to dodge his attacks without 
getting hit. 

The fight ended when Hiccup successfully disarmed Ragnar, tossing his 
wooden blade away, making it stick out of the sand. Hiccup tossed his 
own blades next to it, giving Ragnar a hand to thank him for the good 
spar. Ragnar stretched sitting down with his back to the girls. 

Hiccup sitting down next to him. 

Heather was shocked, she watched Ragnar ' s back with a mix of interest 
and horror. Hiccup had a few scars on his back, and they had seen 
that he had a longer one across his chest. However, Ragnar ' s back was 
completely covered in scars, ranging from large ones to small cuts. 
Astrid knew her battle scars, and could see that the wounds would not 
have been from a battle. They had a different origin, a darker 
one . 



Heather knew her fair share of healing, she knew that the wounds 
weren't extremely old, a few years tops. They covered his back like 
cracks in dry soils, or shattered ice. Her father once told her that 
every scar told a tale, that it was a medal, a sigh that you have 
survived. Some of them were lessons, if you cut yourself, or did 
something stupid. Others were tales of valor. She felt that these 
scars told a dark story, something that went deeper than damage on 
the skin and surface. 

She now realised that she had almost never touched his back, he'd 
guide her hands to his hair, or his hips, sides, arms, hands, 
anything but his back. Like he protected her from the truth, from the 
past that he had lived through, a darker part of his life that he had 
closed . 

She began to wonder if that part of his life had been fully closed. 
She remembers mornings when he'd be startles when she greets him, or 
when his eyes were blood red. She would blame it on the stressful 
choice of work, or a night without much sleep. But now she thought 
they might be something else. 

She feared it might be something else. 

Although a part of her knew that she should stay away from it, and 
that she didn't want to know the story behind the many scars that 
covered his back. However, a part of her grew curious, hungry for the 
tale of her boyfriend. She didn't often ask about his past, but this 
seemed like a subject that she'd want to know. 

She looked at Astrid, who nodded in response. They had seen enough of 
the show, and after a little bit of non-verbal convincing, Ruffnut 
joined them as well. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Tomorrow we'll head out again." Hiccup said calmly as he turned 
his pole, making sure his fish was properly baked again. "We won't 
leave as early as a few days back, so don't worry. "<p> 

"We'll most likely leave in the middle of the day." Ragnar continued. 
"So that we arrive under the cover of darkness." 

"Why is that necessary?" Tuffnut asked calmly. "Think we might run 
into baddies?" 

"We aren't sure." Hiccup admitted, guiding Astrid' s hand away from 
the stack of fish again. She had already burned two again. "But we 
can't rule out the possibility." 

"Sounds good." Snotlout muttered as he watched his fish. 

Astrid tried to grab a fish again, she didn't even have a stick to 
fry it with but she still tried it. She also tried to convince 
herself that she tried it to prove that she could successfully cook 
one, but every time Hiccup's warm hand grabber hers to guide her away 
she was only more motivated to try it again. 


"Anything else we need to know?" Heather asked as she glanced at 
Astrid, the fire was low enough to reveal the light blush, but only 



for someone who paid attention to it. 

The evening passed even quicker, and everyone sat quietly around the 
fire. Each of the party deep in thought. The twins were thinking of 
the strange things they'd discover at the new location. Maybe there 
was a secret thing they could discover, or a strange item they could 
play with. 

Fishlegs was wondering what kind of thing he'd discover on the next 
island. Maybe new plants, maybe some new herbs or something along 
those lines. He was definitely excited. 

Snotlout was still thinking of a way to convince Heather that he was 
a better choice than Ragnar, but the way she was currently leaning 
against him and resting her head on his shoulder suggested that he 
still had a long way to go. 

Astrid was wondering if Hiccup had felt the same strange spark when 
he grabbed her hand away from the fish, and if not, she could spend 
the night trying to get him to feel it. 

Hiccup was wondering how much of his food he'd have to sacrifice. 
Sure, he didn't mind at all, he'd gladly share something if it meant 
that Astrid sat beside him. And her grabbing the fish gave him an 
excuse to make contact with her, even if it was something as small as 
that . 

Ragnar was wondering what they would find at the next island. Maybe 
another temple with a new lens, maybe a clue to what was going on in 
the archipelago. Maybe something else. 

Heather was in the most thought of all of them. Her mind was as 
covered with thoughts about Ragnar ' s back. There were a million ways 
that he could have gotten those scars. He could have fallen on rocky 
ground, or he could have been attacked by some kind of animal or 
something. But she feared that it was far darker than one of those 
options . 

**AN: ** 

**So, that's another one down. A bit shorter, but a week earlier than 
I would usually plan. ** 

**I did a huge revamp on my profile page, adding more previews and 
some other stuff. If anyone feels like helping me write some of these 
stories then do tell! I am working with a couple of people for some 
stories and would love to see more people do this. It part of the 
amazing community of this site. ** 

**Also, don't forget to vote on the poll that is on my profile, it's 
about the next story that I'll write.** 

**Anyway, thanks for the reviews and the follows and the amazing 
support ! * * 

**Take Care!** 
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16. Chapter 16, Days gone by 

He looked around him, observing his surroundings carefully. He stood 
in an unknown room of a house, it had a sense of familiarity, yet it 
seemed so distant to him. Before him was a fire, making a soft 

crackling noise as the flames consumed the wood. The room was empty, 

apart from some furniture. Next to him stood a table, he turned to 
it, recognizing the piece of furniture from a far and distant memory. 
He laid his hands on it, feeling the rough wood underneath his 
finger . 

He remembered the feeling, but it felt out of place on his hands. He 

looked around, wanting to make sure he was alone for some reason. He 

wanted to be alone, yet his heart longed for someone to be there, 
someone who he felt he would never see again. The house felt like it 
missed something, something important. He kneeled next to the table, 
letting his chin rest on the wood. That was it, the rough feeling 
against his the skin of his chin. It was so familiar, so comporting. 
He looked down, finding himself standing instead of kneeling. But 
when he looked back at the table it hadn't changed, it was still at 
the height of his chin. 

He stepped back in shock, looking to his left. The fire still burned 

softly, but was now also twice as high. Instead of reaching to his 

knee it reached to his hip, while the logs had also seemed to grow 
larger while he had his eyes closed. 

He looked around, discovering that the entire room had grown, it had 
become something bigger, something larger, broader, longer, and 
familiar. This was their room, the room he had spent many years in, 
but not enough. He carefully took a step, suddenly treating the room 

like it was a very delicate piece of work, and fearing that he might 

break or shatter the building. Everything was still the same, the old 
table he had already met. The old chairs that stood by the fire. Even 
the old logs that held the second floor of the house up were still 
high in the air, unreachable for him. 

He took another step, slowly walking through the open room. There was 
something about it, something he still had to discover. There was 
something wrong. He walked further, hoping to find whatever he was 
looking for. He now stood in front of a richly decorated piece of 
furniture. A tall cupboard. It was made of sturdy pine, and was 
richly decorated with various pictures. It was a beautiful piece of 
craftsmanship, and he slowly traced his finger along the carefully 
carved pictures on the doors. It was a carving of a town, laying 
seaside with a small dock next to it. The houses were detailed, even 
having small smoke trails coming from their chimneys. He took a step 
back, now being able to see the full picture. Behind the town lay a 
small forest, and behind that a mountain. It was a beautiful piece of 
art. And it must have cost a fortune. 

He reached for the knob of the cupboard, hoping to discover whatever 
was inside. But as he opened the wooden masterpiece he was surprised 
to see that it was empty, void of any materials or actual cups. That 
wasn't logical, was it? He stuck his head inside, checking behind the 
other door that was still closed, but also that place was empty. He 
looked further in the cupboard, opening the smaller doors on the 
bottom. They creaked lightly, which for some reason gave him an 
enormous satisfaction to hear. He looked inside, but also this place 
was empty. He calmly crawled inside, the room easily able to fit the 



small boy. He pushed himself up against the side of the cupboard, 
before for some reason closing the doors. 

It was dark, very dark, only a small strip of light shining through 
the crack between the two doors. It was very tiny however, which was 
another indicator that the cupboard was perfectly well created. It 
smelled a little bit dull inside though. Like it had been used to 
store old rags and it hadn't been dusted recently. He pushed to doors 
open with his foot, new light shining back into the cupboard. 

He immediately noticed that his head was way closer to the ceiling 
than when he entered the bottom part of the piece of furniture. He 
had a little bit of trouble with getting out of the thing, since his 
body had apparently grown extremely in the last few seconds, that, or 
the furniture had again changed size. He slowly got back on feet, 
discovering that everything around him had also shrunk. The fire now 
reached halfway his upper leg, and the table ended a bit above his 
hip. Now everything was particularly familiar. And he felt like he 
had been there just a few days before, no more than a week. But he 
knew that it was impossible for him to be there. It was like nothing 
ever happened. 

He looked around, spotting some light from the fire reflecting off 
something in the chair next to the fire. He slowly walked to it, 
curious about the strange object that was resting in the chair. The 
reflection was almost blinding, and the glow surrounded the item. He 
reached out with his hand, shielding his eyes and attempting to grab 
the strange item. His hand was met with something cold, but also very 
sharp. He brought it towards him and turned his hand around, finding 
a small carving knife. The blade was short, curved and very sharp. 
Which made it perfect for carving small details in elaborate 
artworks. But what he also realised was that it was his 
father ' s . 

"There it is!" A voice sounded from behind him, startling him. He 
quickly swung around quickly, clutching the knife close to his chest. 
In front of him stood a tall man, strong and sturdy like most 
Vikings. His hair was messy and brown, and his face was covered in 
dirt and filth. He kneeled before him, his head now lower than his 
own. "You know you're not supposed to touch my stuff, you could hurt 
yourself." The man said with a gentle and caring voice. 

"Sorry dad." He softly said as he presented the knife, waiting for 
his father to grab it out of his hands. He looked down at the ground 
in front of him, looking at the thick boots and old pants of his 
father, a small hole near his knee. 

The man sighed, looking around to make sure the two were alone. "Your 
mother will kill me for this." His father said softly. He wrapped his 
hand around his own hand, closing it with the knife still inside. 
"Keep it . " 

"Really?" The boy asked as he looked at the large rough hands 
covering his own. Still not wanting to meet his father's gaze. 

"Yes Ragnar." His father spoke softly. "Just never carve towards 
yourself, you might get hurt." 

"Thanks." Ragnar said as he looked up. He immediately regretted doing 
so. It was everything he remembered about his father. He wore his 



gentle smile on his face, and his nose was still a bit off, something 
he had never explained. His hair was messy and long. But what Ragnar 
remembered the most were his eyes. They were blue, and in a fain and 
distant memory he remembered them as beacons of light. But currently 
they resembled his last image of his father. Dark and lifeless. 

He blinked, the room suddenly changing into a devastated house. The 
large beams above the fire had broken and had fallen down, onto the 
fire pit below. The chairs had been smashed, and there was a hole in 
the roof, through which he could see dark grey clouds in the sky. He 
could smell the burned wood, along with another scent. It was strong 
and present. He could recognise the smell of beef, and a bit of pork, 
but it was then masked by the sinister sweet smell of burning flesh. 
He felt his stomach turn as it reached his nostrils. 

"Son." His father shook him out of his thoughts, drawing his 
attention back to the lifeless eyes he wanted to avoid. He spoke with 
a panicked voice, but he wasn't fearing for his own life, but for 
that of his son. "Can you do that?" 

"What?" Ragnar asked confused as he looked around the room, the room 
was even more familiar now, the burning building, the horrible smell, 
it all added to form the best remembered picture of his old house. 

The beautiful cupboard had almost been totally destroyed by one of 
the large beams falling down on it, one side of it remained, the door 
showing the village now in flames, dead bodies covering the 
streets . 

His father looked at the door with worry. "You'll have to run." He 
said with a stern voice, holding his son with a strong and secure 
grip, not wanting to let go. "Run for the catacombs, they won't go 
there . " 

"But what about you?" Ragnar quickly asked out of instinct. "Where 
will you go?" 

"I'll buy you time!" His father said as he stood up, turning walking 
over to the door and grabbing the sword that lay beside it. "Take the 
back door, your mother will be waiting for you at the tombs!" 

Ragnar ran to the door on the other side of the room, looking back 
one last time at his father. He had grabbed the sword and had opened 
the door, looking out of the small opening to see when it was a safe 
time to go out. He looked back, his dead eyed staring straight into 
his son's soul, he nodded and headed out of the door. 

Ragnar turned around, opening the door to be met with a familiar and 
disturbing sight. The village, his village, was burning. Every 
building he could see had flames rising through the roof. Some 
burning even harder because of the thatch roofs that they had. He 
stood there, stunned, observing the traumatising sight around him. It 
felt surreal, it could not be possible. This was the village he lived 
in, how could it be destroyed? Then where would they live? 

He turned left, knowing the way to the catacombs. His father would 
take him there once or twice a year, to pay respects to their elders 
who had died. Most of the villagers would have a typical burial, a 
cremation at sea. But for some there was a tomb. Old leaders, former 
elders, this was their final resting place. 



He still remembered the way, first he headed left. Only to see his 
old neighbour standing in the street with an axe and a shield. He was 
screaming loudly as other villagers ran past him, all armed and 
heading towards the docks. His neighbour turned to him. He was a nice 
man, always kind and willing to help others. He was a farmer, and it 
was strange to see him clad in armour that didn't quite 
fit . 

"Ragnar, get out of here!" His neighbour yelled loudly. Motioning the 

boy to leave with his axe. Ragnar looked at the sight, frozen, he 

knew what was going to happen. He wanted to stop it, save him, maybe 
he could? What if he could? 

But he couldn't. The familiar whistle of the arrow was softly heard 
and he closed his eyes. He turned around without looking and headed 
off, there were other ways towards the catacombs. He had seen his 
neighbour fall too many times already, and he didn't want to see it 
anymore. He ran further, heading for the catacombs. But he knew that 
his road was shrouded with doom. He kept his eyes on the ground, for 
everywhere he could look he would see familiar faces, dead or 
dying . 

The catacombs were easily build inside a small hill, at the far end 
of the village. He reached them quickly, now being far away from the 
fighting, at least, that was supposed to be the plan. One of the 

large wooden doors had already been opened, and the other had three 

arrows sticking out of it. 

He felt a lump grow in his throat as he approached the opening. A 
shining and clear trail of red liquid on the floor. He slowly stepped 
inside, his foot landing inside a puddle of blood. The sound of the 
battle behind him died out, and he could now only hear the silence of 
the old tomb. 

He stepped down the stone stairs. Slowly going down into the depths 
of the catacombs. The tombs had always had an eerie feel to them, 
especially since people had spread tales of draugr that roamed the 
tombs, but he had learned that these stories were only made to 
prevent children from playing in the catacombs. 

The catacombs consisted of a large burial mound, forming a barrow or 
tumulus. There was a large, thick wooden door that sealed the mound, 
which could be locked from the inside by a large beam of sturdy pine. 
The walls were lined with holes, in which ancient bodies lay to rest. 
They often had small urns next to them, containing the ashes of 
family or pets. 

Ragnar remembered the eerie and strange feel of the burial mound 
perfectly. The cobwebs hung lifelessly in the corners. And small 
puddles had formed on stones from water, either from rain or from the 
dampness of the deep mound. However, this time the water was red, 
tainted with the blood of someone, someone he feared that he knew. He 
slowly walked down the steps, further and further descending into the 
mound. The trail lead downward, and the stairs seemed infinite. They 
kept on descending, heading deeper and deeper into the tumulus. Next 
to him the dead seemed to mind their own business. Keeping to their 
infinite slumber. 


Ragnar looked behind him, where the stairs lead back up to the door 
but it was far away. If this was right, then he would be far below 



the sea at this point, far below any depth that Vikings could 
dig . 


There was a bashing on the door, loud and clear as he heard the soft 
clattering of armour, like a soldier was slowly walking towards him. 
Kept walking as he looked back, suddenly finding the stairs to have 
disappeared. The ground was still covered in blood, but he was no 
longer in a mound. He was in a stone room, small and damp. A little 
bit of moss grew on the rocks of the wall. And a bench stood beside 
him. He had regained his normal height, but that meant that he almost 
hit his head on the ceiling. 

"It can be over." He heard a deep voice say. It came from behind a 
wooden door, thick, with a small window that was covered with sturdy 
bars. "The pain, the suffering." 

"Who's there?" Ragnar asked, looking for a way out of the cell he was 
in. He checked the walls, the floor, the ceiling. But there was no 
way to go other than the door in front of him. 

"Don't you remember me?" The deep voice repeated as the soft 
clattering of armour continued. "We've spend so much time 
together . " 

"Where are you?" Ragnar asked, a feeling of insecurity rising in his 
chest. He headed to the door, hoping to see something when he looked 
out of the window. He felt a sharp sting in his back, falling to his 
knees from the unimaginable pain. 

"Do you remember?" The voice asked softly, its origin close to his 
ear. He hissed loudly from the pain is his back, a throbbing and 
painful feeling arising as he felt something cold enter his skin. 
Making a slow and painful cut in his skin. "All you need to do is 
remember . " 

He dropped further to the ground, using his hands to support himself. 
One hand went fine, but the other arm felt painfully wrong at his 
shoulder, and it also didn't look like it should have. The shoulder 
was lower than it should be, and a strange lump was pushing the skin 
outward. He hissed softly, the pain feeling as present as it had 
every day. 

He fell to his side, the open wounds on his back being filled with 
dirt and other filth. He breathed loudly, his chest rising and 
falling with every ragged breath. He opened his eyes slowly, looking 
up at that face, the face that haunted him for a full year, almost 
every night. It was round and fat, with blonde messy hair and 
piercing brown eyes. He didn't care for information, which was a side 
effect to him. He enjoyed his work, he enjoyed it too much. 

The whistle of a whip sounded as clear as ever. Piercing the silence 
that hung in the air. He could feel every single one of the cords on 
his back. And although it was painful, he thanked the gods that it 
was the knotted rope he felt on his back, and that the ends were not 
hooked like other flails and whips he had felt. 

"Give up." His torturer said again, mockingly, as he walked away. 
Heavy rustling of armour was heard, and he was grabbed by his 
shoulders. He winced loudly as the guard forcefully grabbed his 
dislocated shoulder. Dragging him with them, his legs dragged 



lifelessly behind his body as they pulled him across the stone floor. 
"It's so much easier." 

They dropped him, and he now lay before a large trough of water. He 
sighed heavily, being pulled onto the edge of the stone trough. He 
looked down, staring into the reflexion in the water. He could see 
the drops of blood and sweat on his face, falling towards him in his 
reflexion. He could see the way his hair was wet with sweat and 
blood, and he knew it would soon be soaked by the cold and 
unforgiving trough of water. 

He closed his eyes, taking a soft breath of air so that his torturers 
wouldn't notice it, and accepted his faith. The water was cold, and 
didn't feel right. He calmly waited, knowing that they enjoyed it 
when he struggled. He wasn't going to give them the pleasure. But his 
breath ran out, and his lungs began to spasm to inhale air. His body 
involuntarily began to struggle too. Trying to pull his head out of 
the water. 

He sat upright, sweating heavily and breathing even heavier. Slowly 
blinking to adjust his eyes to the darkness around him. He felt 
trapped, not being able to spread his legs properly. He had to get 
out, get out fast. He struggled to escape the trap, kicking and 
clawing his way from where he was and heading for the dim light that 
he saw outside. He finally got out, his leg finding solid ground and 
immediately pushing his body away from the thing that had trapped 
him, his sleeping bag. 

He stood outside the tent, the sleeping bag hanging from the opening, 
defeated. Ragnar stood in the cold of the night, his feet standing on 
the soft grass and dirt of the forest. The breeze gently blowing over 
his uncovered torso. He needed to sit, he needed to rest. He was 
still breathing heavily, his heart racing to pump blood through his 
entire body. He felt like he had ran for miles, but he also wanted to 
keep running. He slowly stepped away from the fire, it felt too hot 
on his skin. He felt like he stood inside a burning building, entire 
logs being eaten and consumed by flames around him. But in reality he 
stood eight feet away from the last embers that burned on the 
f ire . 

He slowly walked away, careful to not awake any of the dragons. The 
beast would sleep like the dead if you tried to wake them, but if you 
tried to be silent they would hear everything. Luckily, tonight that 
wasn't the case. He walked to the edge of their stack, safely away 
from the fire and the tents. Here he could sit in peace and calmness. 
He could think, although he really didn't want to. 

He kept his eyes open, not wanting to review the images that he had 
seen again that night. They were always way too vivid, and this 
Nightmare hadn't been as bad as the others. He held his shaking hand 
against his other, trying to hold it still. He could feel the cold 
ground through his pants as he leaned against a rock, his breath 
hitching when his scars hit the cold stone. 

Meanwhile, back at the camp. Heather was stirring in her sleep. And 
she had accidently kicked Astrid while doing so. The blonde had, ever 
so politely, replied with a gentle, but still pretty powerful, kick 
back. Heather, now fully awake and lying still in her sleeping bag, 
was actually surprisingly awake. 



"Astrid?" She softly asked, gently shaking the shoulder of the 
blonde. "Are you awake?" 

"Go away." The blonde softly replied. "I don't want to race." 

"Okay, somewhat awake." Heather muttered as she shook her shoulder 
again. "I'm not tired, wake up." 

Astrid produced an inaudible sound as Heather was sitting up, turning 
around and moving her hand in her sleep to find Heather. She found 
her face and in her sleep clamped her hand over her mouth. "Shhh." 

She said as she found a more comfortable position on the bed. "No 
words, just dreams." 

"Alright." Heather softly said as she removed Astrid' s hand. "Vast 
asleep . " 

She pushed her sleeping bag down and crawled out of the tent, heading 
towards the fire pit in the centre of their camp. It was cold out, 
but luckily her night clothes prevented her from getting too cold. 

She calmly watched as the group of dragons lay next to their camp. 

She observed them calmly, watching their chests rise slowly as they 
calmly slept. The necks of the Zippleback lay twisted next to 
Hookfang, who had his long neck tucked between his wing and his 
body . 

Shimmer and Bolt lay next to each other, the two dragons occasionally 
sharing a small bolt of electricity. Toothless hung from a tree not 
too far from them, his wings wrapped around him and his head tucked 
between them. Meatlug lay alone, as did Stormfly, both near their 
rider's tents. The tents were a simple design. Two sticks could 
support a large piece of hide that served to keep water and wind out 
of the tent. The excess leather on both sides of the sticks were used 
as flaps to close the endings, and they were spacious enough for two 
people to fit in there. 

She looked at the most right tent, where Ragnar and Hiccup slept. It 
was the same as their tents. Maybe a little bit more weathered but 
otherwise the same. But what she also noticed was that the flap of 
the tent was open, and that the last few bits of a sleeping bag were 
laying form the opening, empty. 

She looked at it curiously. All the dragons were present, so whoever 
left their bed didn't leave the isle. Maybe they'd gone for a short 
walk because they also couldn't sleep. If so, she had someone to talk 
to before she'd grow tired again. 

She walked to the tent, finding soft footprints in the dirt around 
the campfire, heading off into the bushes around the camp. They were 
easy to follow, since the person who left them had apparently 
focussed on moving quietly, using only the front part of their foot 
to walk. This meant that it had to support more weight on a smaller 
surface, and it left deeper and clearer prints in the soil. 

She pushed a branch to the side, since it was blocking her path. The 
moon was full and the sky was clear. It illuminated her surroundings 
very well, and it didn't take long for her to spot a figure sitting 
against a rock, watching out over the sea. 

"Hey, " She calmly said as she walked up to him, recognizing the 



person as Ragnar. 


"Is this spot free?" 


Ragnar was at first startled when he heard someone greet him, but he 
quickly relaxed when he saw that it was Heather. Still, he'd rather 
be alone at this moment, since he didn't want anyone to see how 
vulnerable he could be at moments. However, he still agreed with her 
company. "No, it isn't." He calmly answered. His mind still swarming 
with thoughts about the Nightmare. 

"Good." Heather said as she sat down next to him, noticing that he 
was only wearing pants. She leaned back against the rock. Following 
Ragnar ' s gaze out towards the water. She could feel he was skittish, 
and something was wrong. "Couldn't sleep?" 

Ragnar was still staring at the sea, not responding to the question, 
because he hadn't even heard it. That was until Heather asked it 
again, this time shaking his shoulder a bit to get his 
attention . 

"Yea, sure." Ragnar answered, distracted. "I, erm, I woke 


"Alright." Heather said as she observed the young man next to her. It 
was strange to see him like this, skittish, afraid. Like a small 
child that had seen something terrible. "Why couldn't you 
sleep? " 

"I, eh, had, I had a lot on my mind." Ragnar said. It wasn't a full 
lie, but it sure was a part of the reason he couldn't go to sleep 
again. "I had to think about, things." 

"Things." Heather repeated softly. She was curious now, he talked 
mysteriously, and it was like he refused to look at her. And she 
couldn't really see him very well in the dark. "What sort of 
things ? " 

"Just, some old stuff." He said softly. "Days gone by and 
such . " 

"Right." Heather said, calmly trying to pry information loose from 
him. "Want to talk about it?" 

She could see how he bit his lips, before turning his head a bit more 
to the left, away from her. "I eehm, I don't think that's 
necessary . " 

"Sure?" She asked as she playfully swung her arm around his 
shoulders, feeling his entire body tense up underneath her. His 
breath was heavy and ragged, like he was trying to calm his mind and 
heart, however, she had the feeling she usually created in him. She 
could see how he turned his head slightly, just the slightest 
movement towards her, but he quickly turned it back, staring out 
towards the sea again. 

"Ragnar." She softly called his name, not willing to stop until she 
got a proper response. He didn't response, he kept his head turned 
away from here. His mind cluttered like the mead hall after 
Snoggletog. "Ragnar." 

He didn't want to look at her. It wouldn't be as bad in the morning. 



he would have had the time to get himself together, now he was still 
as broken as when he woke up. He wanted to say something, but his 
throat felt dry and he couldn't speak. 

"Hmm?" He hummed softly. Hoping Heather would accept it as a 
response . 

"Ragnar." She said softly. "Look at me." 

But the young lad did not listen, for his mind was still clouded with 
thoughts, he was shocked to discover that the image he sees most is 
the vivid memory that had never been included in his dreams. He 
remembers what he found once he reached the bottom of the stairs. 

What he'd see once he turned around the corner of the cold and 
cobwebbed stone corridors. He remembered seeing her lying there, 
pressed up against the stone wall of the tunnel. He remembered the 
words she spoke, breathed. And the question she still playfully asked 
him. He remembers finding his mother, the arrow ever so present as 
the end stuck out from stomach, the head of the arrow buried 
somewhere in her body. He remembered every last word that she had 
spoken, every single thing she had told him. And he remembered that 
she had did as she'd always told him. 

He turned to Heather, and if asked she'd admit that what she saw 
scared her. She knew Ragnar as a proud guy, who walked straight and 
with his head held high. His eyes would shine with joy and energy, 
for they were filled with life and love. He was passionate about 
almost everything, but he didn't show compassion to those who dared 
to attack or hurt his friends. 

But now, now she was looking at a shell of a man. His shining white 
eyes only had a small rim of white around his blue iris. From there 
the colour quickly changed to a pink colour, before turning to a 
bright and almost glowing red. His bloodshot eyes were filled with 
water, almost glassy. The entire way he sat described defeated, but 
also tensed. Like a hunted animal that knew it was done for. 

It was scary to see him like that. 

The moment only lasted for a moment though, since he quickly turned 
his head away afterwards. Pulling his knees close to his body and 
wrapping his arms around them, resting his head on his knees. Heather 
sat next to him, her arm still around his shoulders. She did the only 
thing she thought was smart, the same thing you did with a child who 
was scared or hurt. 

She wrapped her other arm around him, hugging him tightly. At first 
he didn't respond. But after a little bit she could feel his weight 
shifting her way. But his arms still remained fixed around his legs. 
She held him close, hoping that it would help him with what was 
wrong . 

First his arms slowly slid lower on his legs, eventually reaching the 
ground. He looked up after a while, turning his head to Heather. 
Although they were still red, she could see a small sparkle behind 
his glassy eyes. And he wore a small smile on his face. 


"Thanks." He said softly, extremely softly. His voice was dry and 
raspy, so he swallowed before continuing. "I, I needed that." 



"No problem." Heather said, not letting him go. She only moved one 
hand to grab his, which was still shaking a bit. "Care to tell me 
what was wrong?" 

"I haven't been sleeping too well." Ragnar explained softly. He 
swallowed again, his hand gripping Heather's tightly. "I've been 
having, well, seeing bad things." 

"Nightmares?" Heather asked softly, earning a nod from Ragnar. "For 
how long?" 

"I, maybe a year or two." He said, his voice growing raspy again. 
"It's difficult to fall asleep afterwards." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Heather asked, kind of 
disappointed . 

"Well, I" Ragnar began, swallowing again. "I didn't want to bother 
you with it . " 

"Always trying to protect others." Heather said softly. "Do you want 
to share the subject of your nightmares?" 

She could immediately see, and feel, him tense up, he wrapped his 
arms around his legs again, his head tucked close to his body. 

Shaking it calmly with closed eyes. "No, I, they." He began 
stuttering. "They are not something, it's just that, no." 

"Okay, you don't have too." Heather said calmly, feeling him relax, 
but sensing that her next question would make him tense again. "Do 
they have anything to do with the scars?" 

Instead of tensing, Ragnar just looked down to the ground, his feet 
digging into the soil as he slowly nodded his head. 

"Do I want to know the story behind them?" Heather asked, leaving the 
choice whether he told it or not to him. 

"Probably." He said softly, turning to her. "But it's not something 
that a pretty young girl as you should worry about." 

Heather giggled, he now wrapped an arm around her shoulder, laying 
his head in her neck. "I'm just tired." He admitted softly. Taking 
deep and long breaths as he lay leaned on her. She remained still, 
gently and slowly robbing his shoulder, making him slowly relax. 

It didn't take long for Ragnar ' s heavy eyelids to force his eyes 
shut. His mind taking him away again, slowly dragging him back into 
the realm of dreams. But this time, they were calm and peaceful. 

He was back in the same room, and it didn't change height or size 
this time. He sat at a table, together with three others. His father 
said in front of him, bright blue eyes shining with life and joy. His 
mother sat next to his father, her emerald eyes shining brighter than 
ever and her brown hair reflecting the light of the candles on the 
table. He felt uncertain, but luckily he didn't stand alone. For next 
to him sat a raven haired beauty. Who would stand by him every step 
he'd take. 


Heather felt his head fall down the last part, finally fully asleep 



on her shoulder. She smiled to herself, she had a feeling that Ragnar 
would be a tough customer as a boyfriend, but in the end she'd pull 
through. They'd pull through. 

She heard a twig snap behind her, seeing Hiccup standing there in his 
sleeping attire. He calmly walked up to her and his sleeping partner. 
Handing her a large fur to cover the two. Which she accepted without 
hesitation. It was colder than she had noticed, and she had a feeling 
that she'd be here for a while. 

Hiccup kneeled before the two, and looked at Ragnar. He was sleeping 
calmly at Heather side, his lips forming a small smile. "He thinks 
you're good for him." Hiccup began softly, earning a smile and a nod 
from Heather. "I can see why." 

"Go sleep." Heather said softly. "I'll watch over him 
tonight . " 

"Thanks." Hiccup said as he stood up, calmly and silently heading 
back to the camp, but after a few steps he stopped. He turned back to 
Heather, a stern expression. "For his own sake, don't let him 


"I wasn't planning on that." Heather said with a smile, gently 
stroking Ragnar ' s head. "He's not getting rid of me." 

"Good." Hiccup said as he turned back, heading off to the campsite 
again. This time for real. 

Heather pulled the fur further over herself and Ragnar, hoping that 
the boy behind her wasn't too cold. She yawned softly, and after 
giving her boy a quick kiss on his forehead, joined him in the realm 
of dreams. 

•3k--3k-^-3k--3k--3k--3k-J^* ic ic 

**0h how I love researching things for stories.** 

**Really, go ahead and research stuff for torturing, I swear it won't 
make you feel good.** 

**It won't.** 

**Anyway, there's the chapter. I actually took half a week instead of 
half a day to write this, but I'm pretty pleasant with the result, so 
I hope you all are too.** 

**Anyway, schools starting to come around the corner. Kind of like, 
hey kids, wanna do some work? And although I really don't want to, I 
do have to. So yea.** 

**Anyway, what I mean is that I don't know if I'll manage to update 
weekly again, so it might become every two weeks again. Sorry for 
that : ( ** 

**Don't forget to review if you want to and to check out the poll for 
the next story. Also, if you're interested in what kind of strange 
plots and scenarios my mind will think up next, check out the 
previews on my profile page, and if you like to help, PM 
me ! ** 



**Anyway, I really say anyway a lot. So there's that. 

* * 

**Sooooooooo, I'll guess I'll see you all next time.** 
**Take care!** 

* * R4 y * * 


17. Chapter 17, Old blood 

The sun slowly clawed its way up across the sky, slowly climbing 
above the blue horizon that the sea and clear sky formed together. 

The winds blew strong across the cold seas, and a few splashed of sea 
foam flew shortly through the air before finding their rightful place 
in the seas again. 

The sight was amazing, and the air was still a bit cold because of 
the Nordic spring. The first ones to wake up was one of our heroes. 
Hiccup crawling out of his tent as the first few birds and Terrible 
Terrors started their morning ritual. The chirping of birds wasn't 
that bad to wake up with, but the high-pitched and almost painful 
screeches of Terrible Terrors were something that he could live 
without. Each of their 'joyful squawks' was a sharp stab into 
someone's ear, and especially when Sneaky, who was sitting next to 
the burnt-out fire pit, tried his best to sound louder and more 
annoying than all the other Terrors. 

"Sneaky." Hiccup wined softly as he rubbed his eyes, catching the 
attention of the small dragon. "Please don't." 

Apparently the small dragon understood him, since he quickly jumped 
off into the bushes, probably heading towards the sea to get 
breakfast. In his haste to disappear into the treeline he quickly ran 
and jumped across the other dragons, who quickly woke up because of 
the small Terror that jumped across their bodies. 

Stormfly quickly stood up as the Sneaky climbed across her head, she 
accidently bumped into Hookfang and Meatlug, who in turn bumped into 
Shimmer and Bolt. It was a small and calm chaos. The dragons, in 
their still sleepy state, started squawking and growling at each 
other, and Hiccup had to say that it was rather amazing to watch. The 
bickering between the large reptiles continued, all of the dragons 
slowly started getting more and more annoyed. Each of them trying to 
be louder and more dominant then the other. Only Meatlug had taken a 
different spot away from the bickering. Bolt actually pushed himself 
back with his wings, standing on his hind legs, towering over the 
other dragons . 

However, Shimmer wasn't having anything of it, and the smaller dragon 
quickly head-butted the Skrill, making him stagger backwards. His 
back crashing into the three from which Toothless was still hanging. 
It was only at this point that the large black dragon decided that he 
wouldn't get any more sleep, and opened an eye to see what was going 
on. He could see most of the dragons, upside down, screeching and 
squawking at each other. He looked around calmly, but when Bolt was 
pushed against the three for a second time the branch from which he 
hung snapped, causing the large Nightfury to land unprepared and 



uncomfortably on the ground. 


At this point Astrid got out of her tent. She had heard the commotion 
and had poked her head from the flaps of the tent. "What is going 
on?" She asked with sleepy and hoarse voice. 

"Grumpy dragons." Hiccup said as he observed the dragons. "But not 
much longer." 

Toothless slowly got up and looked around, and at that point Hiccup 
knew it was done. The Nightfury dug its paws into the ground, its 
sharp claws digging onto the soil. He leaned back and breathed in, 
before letting out a deafening roar that silenced the other dragons. 
They looked at the smaller black dragon, before each of them slowly 
sat or lay down. Not wanting to have to deal with the irritated 
Nightfury . 

"Wow." Astrid said as he looked at how calm the dragons were now. "I 
want to learn that trick." 

"You're already pretty good at that." Tuffnut shouted from inside his 
tent, causing Astrid to cast an angry glare at the tent from which 
the sound came. 

"What?" Ruffnut asked as she climbed out of the Thorson tent, looking 
at the dragons, her shoulders slumping when she saw that they were 
calmly lying together. "Aah, we missed it." 

A loud sigh was heard from inside the tent, and it didn't take long 
for Tuffnut to also emerge from the tent. He was rubbing his eye with 
one hand and used the other to crawl out of the opening. Snotlout 
emerged from the other tent. Behind him followed Fishlegs, who was 
still tying the ends of his belt together underneath his large 
fur . 

Hiccup looked around, surprised. If they asked them to rise early 
they wouldn't be awoken by an earthquake. But when they had almost a 
full day to prepare for the next flight they rose with the sun. He 
didn't understand it at all. He shook his head, heading towards the 
path in the bushes that he had followed Heather last night. 

The short walk was a lot easier to take now that the path was 
illuminated by the early morning sun. He could now see the branches 
that smacked him in his face the other night, and also the roots over 
which he almost tripped. When he reached the rock where he'd last 
seen the two he wasn't surprised to find the two still there. But he 
was surprised to see Ragnar awake and Heather asleep. He wore a 
content smile, and was gently stroking her raven hair. He looked up 
at Hiccup, his dark blue eyes shining as the sun reflected from them. 
He was awake and had energy, it basically poured out of his body. 

It was amazing to see him so rested. He had only had half a night of 
sleep, but it was proper sleep. And since he was used to sleeping 
badly this did miracles. Heather occasionally stirred in her sleep, 
softly muttering inaudible things and pressing herself against 
Ragnar. Hiccup could see his smile growing even bigger, and could 
also see how relaxed he lay against the cold rock. 

He nodded with a smile, earning a similar response from Ragnar, 
before heading back towards the camp. Once he left the bushes he 



quickly ran into Astrid, who had realised that she'd awoken in a tent 
with one person less than when she had gone to sleep. 


"Where is Heather?" She asked calmly as she was checking Stormfly's 
saddlebags. Grabbing a piece of cheese from it for breakfast, quickly 
taking a bite from it. "Any idea?" She asked with a mouth 
full . 

"Don't worry." Hiccup said, heading over to Toothless to grab some of 
his own breakfast. "She's with Ragnar." 

"Hmm." Astrid hummed as confirmation while she took another bit of 
the cheese. She closed the bag and watched as Hiccup kneeled next to 
Toothless to search in the big saddlebags. From the bag he got a 
large piece of leather, probably with some kind of food inside. He 
also got a large piece of stone, which had a dark and scorched top. 
She looked at it with curiosity, in the last half year she had 
already discovered that if Hiccup grabbed something it was usually 
useful and smart. He threw the stone in front of Toothless. In 
response the large dragon huffed, annoyed, before striking the stone 
with a concentrated beam of plasma. 

It now glowed red hot, and a few fires were still licking the surface 
of the stone. Hiccup calmly walked over to it and waited for the 
fires to die down, which didn't take long because they had nothing to 
support their flames. He then unwrapped to leather to grab a piece of 
fish from yesterday. Putting it down on the stone. Astrid watched 
with interest and he used a stick to turn the fish on its other side. 
The heated stone warming the cold meal from yesterday. She calmly 
walked over to it, the scent of the bakes fish reaching her nostrils 
and pulling her closer towards the ever so ingenious man. 

She sat down next to him, carefully observing the fish as hot air 
came from the stone. Hiccup was focussed, carefully turning the fish 
regularly to make sure that it didn't burn and stick to the stone. 
Astrid was watching with interest. It wasn't fair to her. Sure, she 
wasn't the best cook of the island, but she considered herself a 
pretty good one. And usually if she handed someone something, they 
ate it really quickly, and were often speechless afterwards. But 
Hiccup was just amazing, she had a feeling that he could even make a 
proper meal out of grass or something like that. Maybe a salad with 
rocks or something. 

Now she was just being ridiculous. 

But it didn't matter, because her mouth was already watering at the 
sight and the smell of the meal that Hiccup was preparing. The boy, 
usually not that observant when it came to his crush, could feel how 
desperately she was looking at the fish that he was warming on the 
stone . 

"Would you like some?" He asked calmly, not taking his eyes of the 
fish, turning it again to let the other side heat again. 

Astrid looked at him, pleasantly surprised that Hiccup was willing to 
offer a part of his delicious breakfast to share with her. She 
gratefully accepted the offer, offering a piece of her cheese as 
exchange. Hiccup accepted, he didn't expect Astrid to make her own 
cheese, so it was probably safe to eat. 



After a while the fish was properly heated, and warm to touch. Hiccup 
carefully lifted it with two sticks and put it on the piece of 
leather that he had pun on his lap. He grabbed his knife, first 
dusting it off on his pants before cutting a large piece from the 
fish and handing it to Astrid. 

She took it with hast, breaking off a part of the soft and dry meat 
and eating it quickly. It was extremely tasty. It was a bit dry, but 
that was expectable from a fish from a day old, roasted on a 
campfire. But what surprised her was that Hiccup had actually 
flavoured it a bit, using some of the dried up salt from Shimmer's 
skin to give the fish just a bit more taste. It was ingenious. 

The rest of the group also ate, and Ragnar and Heather joined them 
while they were halfway. They didn't question it, the couple would be 
missing together sometimes, and it was best to not go looking for 
them. They would always surface again after a while. 

However, thanks to the lazy and calm way of beginning the morning the 
sun already stood high on the sky, and they knew that it would be 
best if they started packing. It wasn't that much work. They would 
just have to grab the large fabrics of their tents, put the sticks 
and poles they use to keep them up inside them and then roll them up 
with the rods inside. Afterwards they would tie them thin strips of 
leather and use that to keep them from rolling out during flight. Now 
they only had to be strapped to the saddle of an unfortunate dragon 
and they could go. 

The trip they had to make was quite a bit, and they would need half 
the day to travel to the new island. This was good, because it meant 
that they could leave halfway through the day and arrive in the 
evening, under the cover of darkness. This way they wouldn't be 
spotted if there were any hostile people on the island. Like 
Templars . 

It didn't take long for the camp to be cleared, the tents were broken 
down and secured on the saddles and the last remains of the campfire 
were concealed. They didn't want anyone to know that they had been 
there, so it was best not to leave any tracks. 

The sun was just past the highest point of its arc when they took 
off. Heading towards the new island and towards a possible new 
adventure. Hiccup and Ragnar flew in front, discussing how easy it 
had been to find the lens and how strangely familiar the cave had 
been to some others they had encountered in their lives. Astrid had 
given up on trying to listen to their conversation, she had to admit 
that she trusted them enough to not need to know their secrets and 
past. At least not as much as she had wanted. She was now interested 
in something else, but she wasn't sure how to get to know the 
truth . 

The flight was long and boring, they didn't get to do much other than 
the occasional trick or loop. It really was only to keep everyone 
from getting extremely bored and distracted. Now everyone was just a 
bit bored. 

Hiccup calmly slowed down, getting himself at the same distance as 
Heather and Astrid. "We're going to go scout ahead." He said, the 
setting sun behind him. "You know the way." 



"Alright." Heather shouted as Astrid tried to protest, but before she 
could say anything Hiccup had flew back to Ragnar, and the two were 
quickly growing more and more distant by the moment. 

"Why did you let them go?" Astrid asked surprised. "Who knows what 
they 'll do ! " 

"I thought you said you trusted them?" Heather asked calmly, knowing 
that she was annoying Astrid. "Don't you trust your crush?" 

"I do trust him." Astrid answered quickly, only afterwards realising 
what she was saying. "Wait, he's not my crush." 

"Ooh, too bad the others are far behind us." Heather said with a 
teasing voice. "I bet they'd love to hear this." 

"I'll end you." Astrid said, her face set to kill. "I mean 

it . " 

"Alright." Heather said with a playful smirk. "I won't tell 
them . " 

"You sure?" Astrid asked to make sure. 

"Yes, I won't tell the rest of the riders." Heather said calmly. "But 
I bet Hiccup would love this." 

Heather could feel the burning glare of the Hofferson lass next to 
her, and she decided that it would be best not to make eye contact 
with her at this point. Teasing Astrid was a dangerous game, but it 
was very rewarding, and very fun. 

They arrived after the sun had set, as planned. When the island 
appeared on the horizon they were startled as Hiccup suddenly 
appeared out of nowhere. Toothless being masked perfectly against the 
dark night sky. 

"Come." He yelled softly across the winds, motioning the group to 
follow him. He dived down towards the water, the rest following. 

Their dragons didn't beat their wings, instead using their now gained 
speed to glide above the surface of the water, heading towards the 
coast of the island. 

It was larger than the previous island, and was covered in thick 
foliage. Astrid remembered it, she had been there a few times before, 
since it was an island large enough for someone to survive on. And 
she had hoped that a certain boy might have washed up there, back in 
the days when she scoured the archipelago for signs of him. 

They landed on the beach. Hiccup quickly motioning everyone to be 
silent, and luckily they listened. They dismounted their dragons 
carefully and formed a quick group by him, waiting for what he had to 
say . 

"Okay, I'll keep it short and simple." Hiccup began, his voice 
nervous. "We're not the first ones here." 

"Who's here?" Snotlout asked softly. "Can we attack them?" 

"No, not at all!" Hiccup said sternly. "I really want everyone to 



take this seriously, don't attack!" 


"Why?" Astrid asked as she swung her axe around her neck. "I bet we 
can take them." 

"We can't without a proper plan." Hiccup said calmly. "Even Ragnar 
and I are threading carefully here." 

"Weren't you two supposed to always be careful?" Heather asked, 
slightly worried that Hiccup and Ragnar were also wary of their 
enemy. "What are we up against?" 

"Templars." Hiccup said softly. "A camp full of them." 

"So what do we do?" Tuffnut asked, surprising the group that he was 
actually willing to listen to a plan. 

"We sleep up, and attack in the morning." Hiccup explained. "It's a 
point where most of their soldiers are tired and won't be at their 
strongest . " 

"We'll catch them off guard." Astrid said as she listened to the 
plan. "Are we going to scout or something like that?" 

"Yes we will." Hiccup explained. "We planned it for early in the 
morning, just before the attack." 

Now that the planning was done Hiccup led them through the foliage 
and towards a place that Ragnar had found for a camp. It was a small 
clearing in the thick forest, and was perfect for them. They wasted 
no time in silently setting up their tents and getting ready for the 
night. Their dinner consisting of some leftovers from the day before, 
since they couldn't risk lighting a fire and being discovered. 

They went to sleep quick and calmly, the night taking everyone away 
in a second. The trip had been exhausting, and they couldn't wait for 
the quick breakfast in the morning. They would rise early, taking 
time to sharpen their weapons and prepare their equipment for the 
attack. It wasn't a necessity, but Hiccup had stated that they'd need 
to be as prepared as possible. 

The night passed quickly, but not quick enough for them to miss it. 
Hiccup and Ragnar climbed out of their tents with ease, awake and 
ready for the attack. They calmly woke everyone, and in a few minutes 
everyone stood beside their tents and was ready. 

It was a simple plan, first they would all prepare. The assassins 
would clad themselves in their armour, testing their equipment and 
making last adjustments to them to make sure everything was working 
perfectly. Astrid was sharpening her axe after she had put on her 
armour, which she usually wore anyway. Heather was sharpening her 
double axe, testing the hinge to make sure it functioned 
properly . 

The twins were doing their own preparations, Ruffnut was sharpening 
their double-edged spears while Tuffnut was waxing his bow. Taking 
great care in the process. It was one of the rare occasions that the 
twins would actually be focussed on a task, preparing for 
battle . 



Fishlegs was polishing his short sword, and was very nervous. He 
didn't like the idea of having to attack a camp full of trained 
foreigners. He had already expressed his fear to Hiccup, and he had 
promised that he'd try to find a safe spot for him, but that they did 
need him. Just like Fishlegs, Snotlout was also a bit of nervous, he 
was used to dragons and Vikings, but this was something new, 
something he wasn't used to. That did strike a small bit of fear in 
him. He might not show it, but he feared that someone would get hurt 
in the fight. 

It was time, preparations were made and all weapons had been 
sharpened to be the most effective. They group gathered everything 
and made a last check, before silently heading out into the 
bushes . 

"Remember, we're only scouting." Ragnar said sternly as they sneaked 
through the forest. They would first check the surroundings of the 
camp and then return for their dragons, using them for a surprise 
attack on the camp. 

Multiple responses sounded softly from the group, all agreeing and 
understanding that they were not to attack unless absolutely 
necessary. They calmly moved further, until they arrived at a small 
hill that lay at the side of the Templar camp. 

The camp was different than theirs, instead of a bunch of small tents 
the Templars had taken large square tents, in which quite a group of 
people could sleep. A few torches burned throughout the camp, and a 
few stakes were put in the ground as a basic deterrent against local 
wildlife. Outside of the tents a few men stood around one of the 
torches, discussing something in their foreign language. 

"Are those all?" Ruffnut asked confused. "I thought there was a whole 
army . " 

"Those are the night guards." Hiccup replied softly. "There's more in 
the tents . " 

"How much more?" Fishlegs asked nervously. 

"We found two boats on the beach during our arrival." Hiccup 
explained. "So they are probably with thirty or forty men." 

"And we're with eight." Snotlout said softly. Hiccup motioned the 
group to crawl back behind the hill again. Ragnar remaining on it to 
keep an eye on the Templars. 

"Alright, Ragnar and I'll lead the attack on the ground." Hiccup 
began. "Heather, Astrid and Snotlout will cover us with their 
dragons . " 

"Sounds good." Tuffnut said. "What will we do?" 

"Provide cover from this hill." Hiccup explained. "Fishlegs will stay 
with you to defend against anyone who comes up the hill." 

"Okay." Fishlegs said softly. "I can do that." 

The air was tense around them. It was the silence before the storm. 
They were facing a relatively unknown enemy, and although Berk had 



already had a run with Templars they hadn't had any combat with 
them . 


A few meters from them Ragnar was calmly lying on the hill. Observing 
the camp, it would just be another routine attack, only this time 
they would have cover, which wasn't something he minded. They would 
have to attack soon, since the glow of the sun was already visible on 
the horizon. He looked at the camp, there were a total of nine 
soldiers outside of their tents, and one of them was asleep on a 
bench. It wouldn't be too hard to attack, with a bit of luck they 
could force one tent to collapse, which would mean that the Templar 
soldiers inside would need more time to get out into the fight. He'd 
plotted the plan carefully in his head, knowing that Hiccup would 
understand his plans with a short explanation. 

He looked at the largest tent of the camp. It had large Templar 
banners next to the entrance, and was probably the tent in which the 
leader slept. Probably some high-ranked noble or something who had a 
bit of strategic experience. 

One of the men walked to the tent, disappearing inside. He exited 
with an annoyed expression and his helmet lob side on his head. 
Apparently the leader wasn't a morning person. He soon appeared from 
the tent after the soldier, clad in armour that was just a bit too 
small for him. He had messy blonde hair and that round, fat face. He 
held a piece of meat in his hand, eating it in the most disgusting 
way imaginable. 

Ragnar stood up, standing tall on the hill against the dawn sky. His 
silhouette was illuminated as his robes waved in the cold morning 
winds. The Templars didn't notice him at first, but the leader soon 
looked up at him and saw the hooded man standing to the far side of 
the camp. He let go of his food, dropping it in a puddle that was 
next to his feet. 

"_Assassino !_" He shouted loudly, quickly retreating back into his 
tent. The guards that were calmly standing around now were at full 
attention. Even the new recruits new that word, but they were told 
that there wouldn't be the thread of assassins this far 
north . 

Hiccup heard the commotion and looked up, finding Ragnar ' s previous 
spot empty. He quickly climbed up the hill, seeing his partner 
running at the Templar encampment, evading the soldiers that tried to 
stop them, he ran straight through their defences, but would soon 
find himself cornered. 

"What's happening?" Heather asked when she saw the grave expression 
on Hiccup's face. 

"New plan!" Hiccup yelled, getting everyone's attention. "We attack 
now." He said as he stood up and followed Ragnar down the hill, soon 
hearing the war cries of the riders behind him. 

Ragnar had already made it deep into the camp, and the defenders were 
having trouble to choose the greater threat, but luckily they decided 
that the Viking horde led by yet another assassin. This luckily gave 
Ragnar some breathing room. Which he, whether or not he knew it, 
desperately needed. 



The first contact was made by Hiccup, jumping with his feet first, 
landing both of them on the shoulders of a Templar and sending him 
into the ground, his blade sinking into his neck. He quickly jumped 
off and ran for a group, startling the rest of the group that was 
lingering behind. 

The Vikings would need a few seconds to defeat an enemy, it was 
usually the same way, wait for them to attack, parry, and strike when 
they can't defend. However, Hiccup was ferocious, in the time that 
Snotlout would need to defeat one enemy. Hiccup would run up to a 
group of foes and attack with deadly speed and precision. However, 
although he fought apart from the group, he never let his eyes wander 
away from them. 

At one point, when Heather was occupied he quickly used his crossbow 
to shoot a Templar behind him, Astrid finishing him off. They were a 
well-oiled team, and were making short work of the camp. However, 
Ragnar was still nowhere to be seen. 

It didn't take long for them to clear the camp, and the last thing to 
do was to find their missing member. They split up, everyone 
searching the possible places where he could be. It didn't take long 
for someone to check the tent of the leader, but unfortunately the 
person to find him was Fishlegs. After a few second of entering the 
tent he quickly exited, dumping the contents of his stomach outside. 
The gang quickly ran up to him. 

"What's going on?" Heather asked, fear evident in her voice. 

"He's in there." Fishlegs said. 

Hiccup and Heather quickly ran in, fearing the worst. Luckily, he was 
alive, but the scene they found wasn't pretty. Ragnar was at the far 
end of the tent, using both his blades to repeatedly stab the already 
dead Templar leader. Heather was frozen, but Hiccup quickly acted. He 
headed up to Ragnar and forcefully pulled him back, snapping him out 
of his confused state. He looked at the dead body in front of him. 

The exact look of fear still evident on the face of the Templar 
leader. HE let his breathing calm down, observing the body in front 
of him. 

Hiccup now realised what had happened, he also recognized the body 
that lay in front of them. The blonde haired Templar was there when 
he first stormed those dungeons, but he fled and Hiccup wasn't in a 
position to go after him. He was the man of Ragnar ' s nightmares. So 
it didn't surprise him that directly went after him when he saw it. 

It was dangerous and stupid, but he understood. 

"Is he," Ragnar began, his voice soft and dry. "Is he dead?" 

Hiccup looked at the body, the armour and clothes of the man was red, 
soaked with blood. A large puddle was already forming underneath the 
deceased Templar. A thin line of blood dripped from his lips, and his 
chest was filled with multiple wounds. 

"He's dead." Hiccup said as he looked at the body. "I'm 
sure . " 


"Okay." Ragnar said, now slowly crawling backwards. Heather stood 
behind him, and as soon as he bumped into her she kneeled down and 



hugged him tightly. The assassin was transformed to a young boy 
again, hugging her back like she was the only person that he trusted 
in the world. He pressed his face into her shoulder, because he 
didn't want to see anyone, and he didn't want anyone to see him. He 
softly started sobbing. Heather gently rubbing his back for 
comfort . 

"Shhh." Heather said softly. "It's over now." 

Hiccup kneeled next to the body, closing the eyes of the diseased 
Templar. He hated the man, he hated him with a passion, but that 
didn't mean that he did not deserve his final rites and a calm 
passing . 

"_Requiescat in pace._" He said softly, knowing that Ragnar wouldn't 
be too happy with him whishing this bastard a peaceful afterlife. He 
then saw the corner of a blood-soaked piece of paper sticking out 
from a pocket in the man's armour. He carefully grabbed it, not 
wanting to rip the soaked paper. It had been written by some kind of 
ink, so it was smudged by the warm blood. The only thing that wasn't 
soaked in the red and sticky liquid was the corner, it was smudged, 
but still readable. 

_Drago Bludvist._ 

The name rung a bell, but he would have to look at his old notes to 
be sure. He stood up and casted a glance at Heather and Ragnar, 
Heather looking at him with a questioning look. Ragnar still had his 
face pressed into her shoulder, but the sobbing had luckily 
stopped . 

He walked past them, heading out of the tent where the rest of the 
gang had gathered. The first one to speak was Astrid. 

"What's going on?" She asked quickly. "Is he okay?" 

"Yea, sure, he's fine." Hiccup said calmly, scratching the back of 
his neck. "Heather's in there with him." 

"What happened?" Ruffnut asked, she had been helping Fishlegs with 
emptying his guts. "Why did he go berserk?" 

"That's his business." Hiccup said sternly. "If he wishes to share it 
with you, you'll hear it." He looked around him at the remains of the 
camp. "Let's start cleaning." 

It was tradition. After a fight, whomever your enemy was, you would 
help them after the fight. The dead needed help for their passing to 
Valhalla, and they wouldn't load boats themselves. It was tough work, 
loading the two vessels with the bodies of the fallen Templars, but 
the help of dragons made it easier. Ragnar had joined them again, for 
he wanted to see the body burn, just to be sure. The vessels were 
pushed out to sea, and the tinder on their decks were lit with a 
simple fire blast from a dragon. It wasn't the prettiest funeral, but 
it would have to do. They had other things to do. 

They still needed to find something, probably another lens. It would 
be somewhere around the area, they only needed to find it. It didn't 
take long for Fishlegs to suggest they'd use Stormfly's good nose to 
search for any expeditions that the Templars had done around the 



island. The large bird-like dragon led them through the island at 
ease, not stopping a second as she pushed small trees and bushes out 
of the way to make a path. 

It didn't take long for the gang to find a large opening in a rock, 
the cave already lit from the inside by a blueish glow. They decided 
that it would be best to set up camp in front of it, the island was 
safe now, and the large rock wall would keep them out of the wind. 

One group would gather the tents and supplies, meanwhile. Astrid, 
Hiccup, Ragnar and Heather would inspect the large and mystical 
cave . 

Hiccup would go with Heather, since Ragnar wanted him to explain his 
history, since he didn't feel comfortable with talking about it. 
Astrid would go with Ragnar, since it would be safer for both of them 
to have at least one person who was a bit familiar with the 
Temples . 

They headed in, both groups heading their separate ways, but while 
Hiccup explained the basics of Ragnar ' s behaviour, Ragnar was talking 
about something else. 

At first Astrid and him were just walking calmly together, Astrid 
holding a torch to light a still dark tunnels. The blue light glowed 
dimly at the back of the hallway, but every time they rounded a 
corner it was still a pretty far bit away. 

"So, how long have you liked him?" Ragnar casually asked, inspecting 
the clean and smooth walls, avoiding her gaze. 

Astrid meanwhile almost tripped over her own feet. She was slowly 
starting to get used to Heather making those kinds of accusations, 
but she wasn't expecting this. "Who?" She asked, playing 
dumb . 

"Gobber." Ragnar said with a sarcastic tone. "Who do you think?" 

"I have no idea what you're talking about." Astrid quickly replied, 
avoiding eye contact. 

"Sure." Ragnar said as he turned to her. "And the reddish colour of 
your face is the torch?" 

"Yes." Astrid answered to quickly, cursing to herself for not being 
more calm and patient. 

"You can tell me." Ragnar said calmly as he continued down the 
hallway, before turning to her again. "I might also know 
something . " 

"You do?" Astrid asked, again way too quickly. "I mean, what do you 
mean? " 


"You learn a lot about someone in a few years." Ragnar said as he 
trailed his hand across the walls. "I know a lot about Hiccup's 
interests . " 

"Define interests." Astrid said carefully, not willing to slip up too 
much . 



"Well, dragons, of course." Ragnar said with a grin. "Berk, the cause 
of the assassins. Toothless, maybe somethings or someone 
else . " 

"Someone? " 

"Hey, even assassins have emotions, you have a perfect example right 
here." Ragnar said as he pointed at himself. "You must be jealous 
that Heather has already hooked herself one." 

"Has she been talking to you?" Astrid asked carefully. The raven 
haired girl already knew way too much, and she didn't want all that 
sensitive information leaking towards Ragnar and possibly 
Hiccup . 

"We talk all the time." Ragnar teased. "It's important in a relation, 
luckily you already talk a lot with him." 

Astrid balled her fists, Ragnar was even worse than Heather. "What 
are you implying?" 

"I've seen the way you act, it's pretty clear." Ragnar said. "The 
fish you try to steal, the way you try to keep him grounded." 

Astrid was feeling her face get warm, and it wasn't only the torch. 
"So?" She said, averting eye contact again. 

"I'd say go for it." Ragnar said with a smile. "I'd say you're 
chances are pretty good." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"You think?" Hiccup asked as he used inferno to illuminate the 
insides of a large hall.<p> 

"Yea, definitely." Heather said as she calmly followed. "You're 
golden . " 

"I don't know." He replied as he looked around the hall, spotting a 
similar pedestal as the one they found on the previous island. "I 
don't want to risk the friendship." 

Heather sighed loudly. "You're both cowards." She said as she 
followed him to the pedestal. Hiccup was carefully observing the 
piece of stone for possible traps. Heather just walked up to the lens 
that lay on top and grabbed it, twisting it in her fingers. 

"Sometimes you just have to take something you want." 

"Sure." Hiccup said as he carefully walked away from the pedestal, 
still fearing possible traps. 

From the other side of the room they now heard voices, and quickly 
recognised them to be the other two. 

"Hey!" Heather yelled loudly, her voice echoing through the strange 
structure. It took a while before she got a response. 

"Heather?" Astrid' s voice echoed through the halls, her voice a mix 
of joy and irritation. Heather swallowed, fearing that her boyfriend 
decided to slip some of the information she told him in 



conf idence . 


They appeared out of a small hallway that was at the far end of the 
large room. They greeted each other and made sure everyone was 
alright, before calmly heading out the way Heather and Hiccup had 
taken . 


The camp had been set up, and it looked like the intensive day was 
finally taking its toll on everyone. The twins looked tired, and 
Snotlout was almost asleep. They had already set up the tents, hoping 
to be able to sleep as soon as possible. 


Hiccup smiled as he looked around, he had to admit that he was 
growing tired as well. "Rest up." He said calmly, looking at the tent 
that stood ready for him. "We'll head back to Berk somewhere 
tomorrow . " 

If the rest still had energy to cheer they would, but they settles 
with sighs of relieve as they climbed into their tents and greeted 
some well earned slumber. 


**AN: ** 

**So, there's another one done. Sorry that it took a bit 
longer . * * 
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of military boot camp.** 
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noticeable . * * 


**Anyway, I'll be busy for most of the week, so it'll be difficult to 
find writing time.** 

**For those interested in what kind of study I'm doing, as well as 
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(Basic explanation).** 

**I study at the MIWB, in Dutch the 'Maritiem Instituut Willem 
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**Anyway, that's most for now. I hope everyone enjoys the chapter and 
the story. If you have anything to say, review, if now, still feel 
free to review. ;p** 


**Take Care!** 
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18. Chapter 18, Back home 

The wind softly whistled as it passed the wings of the dragons. It 
was strong and powerful at these altitudes, and was effectively 
pushing them all the way to Berk. The dragons were calmly gliding, 
except for Meatlug, who needed her small wings to work furiously to 
keep herself and her rider in the sky. 

The sun shone softly above them. Warming them slowly while the cold 
Nordic winds chilled them again. It was an interesting mixture, the 
sun warming cold skin. They flew calmly, everyone resting on their 
dragons. The night had only just passed when they left, hoping to be 
in Berk early, giving them enough of the day to do other things. This 
however did mean that some of the group were once again sleeping on 
the backs of their dragons. 

But the beasts did not mind. Hookfang actually enjoyed the silence 
when his rider slept, and if he threw him off he'd also had to grab 
him again. Barf and Belch also didn't mind, they had straightened 
their necks together, allowing the twins to lean on each other as 
they slept. It was one of the most peaceful ways one could ever see 
the two. Calmly asleep. 

The rest was awake, surprisingly, and were calmly flying in silence. 
Fishlegs was looking at some notes, struggling as the wind was 
throwing the pages of the book around. Making it difficult to keep it 
on one page . 

The flight towards Berk wouldn't take too long, only the first half 
of the day. They would definetely arrive there on time for supper, 
and with a bit of luck also in early enough to catch some lunch, 
since they hadn't brought anything with them. The last supplies had 
been eaten before they left, knowing that they'd have access to good 
supplies of food after the end of the morning. 

Heather gently guided her dragon to fly next to Bolt, Ragnar calmly 
sitting on his back. She calmly flew closer, making sure there was 
enough space between them that the wings of their dragons wouldn't 
touch, since that could send both of them spiralling downwards. And 
would most definitely annoy both of the flying reptiles. 

"Ragnar?" She shouted over the winds that blew between them, muffling 
her voice, which caused it to only be barely audible. She saw him 
turning his head towards her, a curious expression on his 
face . 

"What's up?" He yelled back, knowing that the wind would make talking 
difficult. It didn't stop them from trying though. 

Heather had wanted to talk about a lot more, but she knew that the 
wind made it difficult. "Can we talk?" She asked. "When we're back at 
Berk? " 


Ragnar swallowed, guiding Bolt to fly a bit higher so that his wings 
overlapped Shimmers, which allowed his to get closer. "About the 
scars ? " 



"Yes." Heather answered calmly. "And not only the physical 
ones . " 

Ragnar was silent, looking at her with a thoughtful expression. 
"Sure." He said, just loud enough that she could hear it. 

"Good." Heather said, turning her dragon off away from him, getting a 
safe distance between them again. "Perhaps I can help you." 

They didn't take long, but it was still a relieve when Berk appeared 
on the horizon. It simply gave them the actual and physical goal 
instead of the point on the map. They could now see where they were 
heading and could see the island slowly growing as they approached 
it. This effect didn't exist when you travelled across the waters of 
the archipelago. The vast expanses of water meant that you wouldn't 
have any clear landmarks for days sometimes, and that it was 
difficult to tell if you were even going towards the right place. And 
even though they all trusted Hiccup's skill of navigating, they were 
all relieved by the sight of home. 

They calmly landed in the calm village, most people working at home. 
The only places that were busy were the market, the field were the 
new crops were being sown and others being tended to. And the woods, 
where parties of hunters and groups of foresters were gathering the 
materials for the village. 

A quick goodbye was all they said to each other. Snotlout and the 
Twins wanted to dive into their bed, sleeping off the long journey 
just because they could. Fishlegs wanted to properly document his 
findings, and immediately scurried off towards his home. Hiccup 
headed to the forge, Astrid heading to her own home, saying she 
needed to grab some things. 

This left Ragnar and Heather alone, finally allowing the two to 
calmly talk about the events of the past few days. 

"So." Ragnar softly began as he scratched the back of his neck 
nervously. He wasn't looking forward to this talk, and he was lucky 
that he didn't have to explain to Hiccup. But Heather deserved to 
know everything, every detail and every last part of it. 

"Let's take it easy." Heather said with a smile, taking one of 
Ragnar ' s hands in her own. She knew that he didn't want to talk about 
it. And she knew that if she wanted to know it all she had to do the 
digging. Ragnar wouldn't lead in the conversation. "Let's start with 
the camp. What happened there?" 

"I, I got angry." Ragnar said, ashamed of himself for lacking 
self-control. He had not only endangered himself, but also the rest 
of the group. "I got, well, I got angry and couldn't control myself. 

I saw him and I, I just, needed to, well, you know." 

"I do." She said with a supportive and understanding smile. Resting 
one hand on his shoulder to comfort him. "Hiccup told me about 

it . " 

"Good." Ragnar said softly, his voice slowly getting dry and hoarse. 
"It isn't really my favourite subject." 



"Understandable." Heather softly said, she thought about making a 
sarcastic remark for a second, but quickly decided against it. It was 
extremely inappropriate right now. She sat down and leaned her back 
against bolt, she patted the stone ground next to her, signalling him 
to join her. Ragnar calmly sat down on the cold rocks as Bolt 
shifted, making sure he and the riders were comfortable before 
curling around them protectively. 

The dragons must have been able to sense the tense and sensitive 
environment, since shimmer lay down on the other side of them, 
shielding them from the outside world and creating their own private 
area for them to talk. Heather watched in amazement as the two 
dragons stretched their wings, covering the two. Enough sunlight 
passing through gaps to keep the inside illuminated. She shook 
herself out of her thoughts and turned back to Ragnar. "Is that the 
fuel for your nightmares?" She asked calmly. 

"Partly." Ragnar answered calmly, although his voice was getting very 
hoarse by now. He surprised himself with how calm he could talk about 
the subject, especially since it was with someone else then Hiccup. 
"They're also about my village." 

Heather released a soft sigh, she knew what it was like to see your 
own village in flames, to see the fire eat away at houses and ships 
like they are snacks. Burning through masts and beams like they are 
twigs on a bonfire. But different ages left different impressions. 

She had been a good 21 winters when the Templars attacked her village 
under the leadership of Dagur the Deranged. Luckily for her the 
assassins helped to fend them back, otherwise the rest of her old 
clan might have suffered the same fate as Ragnar ' s old home. It was 
sad when they realised that they didn't have enough food to survive 
through the winter, and the choice to set sail wasn't even considered 
until Johann came around. He led them to berk, where they were saved 
by the fair and helpful people. "How old were you?" Heather asked as 
she held of his hands with her own, her other twisting with her hair, 
for distraction. 

"Fourteen winters." Ragnar said softly, thinking back about that 
faithful day when he lost everything he knew. "My memory is foggy, 
except for the nightmares, there everything is clear and very much 
real . " 

"Okay." Heather said. She still had the imaged of the attack on her 
village fresh in her memory, since although a winter had passed it 
still wasn't long ago. She also couldn't think about the idea of 
herself forgetting those horrible image, but realised that eight 
years is a lot of time, and although the attacks on their villages 
could be considered as comparable, they also had a lot of 
differences . 

"Please, continue." Heather said softly, her eyes watery because of 
the memories. 

"They all start the same." Ragnar explained calmly. "I'm in my old 
house, but I never realise it." 

"You don't realise it's your own house?" Heather asked 
confused . 


"Yes." Ragnar confirmed. "It feels familiar, but also strange and 



foreign, and in the dreams I'm never able to put my finger on it." He 
shifted his weight, turning towards Heather a bit. "It begins normal, 
but then, in just a moment, everything turns bad, fires erupt from 
the walls, flames climb up through the rafters. Everything is just, 
destroyed . " 

Heather listened carefully, not saying a word. Ragnar had probably 
experienced it extra badly because of his young age. The fires would 
look a lot bigger, a lot larger. "What happens then?" She asked, 
curiously . 

"My dad sends me off, he sends me to the catacombs, to hide." Ragnar 
explains, but Heather can see how his face changes when he mentions 
his father. 

"What does your father look like?" She asked, expecting to bring up 
some good memories of his childhood. 

"Dirty hair, cuts everywhere, red soaked clothes, and grey and 
lifeless eyes." Ragnar summed up, which struck Heather off guard. "He 
usually looks like that in the dreams too." 

"But then, still alive?" Heather asked carefully, resting an arm on 
his shoulder again, leaning in to offer support. 

"Yes." Ragnar said. "He just stares while he's talking, like he's 
looking right through you." 

Heather recognised the description of the dead stare, she had seen it 
a few times throughout the years. And it was indeed one of the most 
unsettling thing you could see, especially with people you 
knew . 

Ragnar pushed himself up against Bolt, who gave a soft approving 
huff. "From there I just run, I run to the catacombs." 

"Why?" Heather asked. When her village was attacked everyone was 
urged to head to the hall, since it was relatively easy to defend and 
it served as a good base to coordinate the defence. 

"He must have realised that we weren't winning." Ragnar said softly. 
"Raiders often don't check burial sites. It was a good place to hide 
and wait during the attack." 

"Were you the only one to hide there?" Heather asked, carefully 
reading Ragnar ' s body language to assess if he needed support. 

"My mom hid there too." He explained calmly. "I don't think anyone 
else made it in." 

"And what happens when you arrive?" Heather asked. "At the 
catacombs . " 

"I walk down the stairs." Ragnar said slowly. "But they never 
end . " 

"What do you mean?" Heather asked curiously. 


"I become trapped." Ragnar explains. "I'm in the middle of an endless 
staircase. But then everything shifts, walls converge and the stairs 



disappear . 


"What happens?" Heather asked as she scooted closer to him. 

"I'm locked." Ragnar began, his breath becoming more and more ragged 
and uncontrolled. "Locked in a small cell. I can barely stand, let 
alone lie down." 

Heather knew where this was going, and although she wanted to spare 
him from reliving the horrible memory and relieve herself of hearing 
the stories, she kept silent. 

"It was in Roma, the town I told about." Ragnar explained. During the 
calm winter months he and Hiccup were often approached for their 
stories about the far south. And he had told many stories about the 
large city of Roma. "I was captured after an ambush." 

Heather calmly wrapped her arms around him, feeling like the support 
was very welcome. 

"They got one other of us." Ragnar explained. "Some young kid, I 
don't remember his name." Ragnar closed his eyes, thinking back at 
the time he had spent in the cold and dark cells. 

"What happened to him?" Heather asked carefully, fearing for the fate 
of the unknown assassin. 

"I remember how they dragged his lifeless body past my cell." Ragnar 
explained. "Like they wanted me to know it." 

"And the scars?" Heather asked. "Did you get them there?" 

"A lot of them, yes." Ragnar answered. "The physical ones aren't too 
bad, it's the others which really get you." 

"What else do you remember?" She asked, holding his hands with both 
of hers. He shot her a weak smile, thanking her for sparing him from 
reliving that memory. "From your village." She rested a hand on his 
back, and the head from the palm of her hand slowly flowed through 
the rest of his body, somehow relaxing him. 

"These." Ragnar said as he grabbed a knife. It had a really short 
curved blade, which was about the length of a toothpick. It was used 
for carving wood, and belonged to Ragnar ' s father. He gave it to 
Heather, who carefully held it in her open hand, treating it like it 
was a delicate piece of artwork. He then reached in his robes, 
lifting a small shiny chain over his head and carefully laying it 
down in his hand. 

It was a necklace, made of some kind of grey metal. On it hung a 
small locket, cast from beautiful silver with carefully made golden 
decorations on it. It was a beautiful piece of jewellery, and must 
have cost a fortune to make. 

"That one's my father's." Ragnar said as he pointed at the plain and 
simple carving knife. "I always had been interested in his tools, but 
I was never allowed to touch them." 

"And the locket?" Heather asked, carefully handing the carving knife 
back to allow Ragnar to hand the necklace to her. "Your 



mom ' s ? " 


"Indeed." Ragnar answered and he opened the locket as it lay in 
Heather's hands. Inside the piece of jewellery was a clear and 
perfectly cut emerald, which was safely embedded in a dark wooden 
base. "It has been in the family for quite some generations." 

"It's beautiful." Heather muttered as she carefully handed it back to 
Ragnar, who calmly closed it before sliding it back around his neck. 
"Did you ever find your mom, in the catacombs?" 

Ragnar seemed distracted, at first he reacted with a soft "Hmm?" But 
he quickly answered the question. "Yea, sure." 

"What did she say?" Heather asked, feeling like she was threading on 
dangerous ground. She felt like she was walking on ice, and that a 
wrong step would cause the solid ground underneath her to shatter, 
sinking her into ice cold water. 

"Not too much." Ragnar said softly, taking a deep breath before 
continuing. "She was dying." 

"Oh," Heather said, shocked by the sudden turn. "I'm 
sorry . " 

"Doesn't matter." Ragnar reassured her, this time he was the one to 
wrap his arm around the other. "I'm glad I got to speak with 
her . " 

"What, erm, what did she say?" Heather carefully asked, still 
curious . 

"She told me she was proud." Ragnar said, a sad smile appearing on 
his face. "She said she was proud of me, and that she knew that I 
would become a strong and good man." 

"She didn't lie." Heather said softly. "She was right." 

"She never lied." Ragnar said, a proud smile now forming on his face. 
"She'd always kept her word." 

Heather could feel like there was more to that statement, so she 
decided to ask further. "What do you mean?" 

"She always told me one thing." Ragnar began calmly. "That if she had 
to choose between living and breathing, she'd use her last breath to 
say 'I love you ' . " 

"Aah, " Heather softly said, it was a really cute thing to say. Only 
later did she realise that the message held the last words of 
Ragnar ' s mom, and that the 'cute' sentence held a deeper meaning to 
him than just sounding sweet. 

"And so she did." Ragnar finished, staring at the sky in front of 
him. Heather sat silently next to him, not knowing what to say. So 
instead of saying anything, she gave him a gentle kiss on the side of 
his head while she gently patted his back. It wasn't passionate or 
filled with the usual amount of love. It was supportive. Showing him 
that she care for him, that she'd look after him, and most of all, 
that she supported him. 



Ragnar however turned in, kissed her back, earning a happy moan from 
her. He was done talking, and now he was hoping to spend his time 
with her differently, and she was more than willing to accommodate. 

He held her hand tightly, wishing to never let it go again, his other 
hand wrapped around her possessively. They both closed their eyes in 
enjoyment as their lips glided against each other. Her hands went 
from his back to play with his hair. The dragons quickly took note of 
the changing situation, and they gave a warning rumble. They knew 
they were done talking, and they wouldn't serve as their personal 
privacy wall whenever they decided to have one of their little 
make-out sessions. 

They couldn't help it, certain emotions lie close together. And it's 
easy for the brain to try to swap to something else when it doesn't 
want to continue. Heather felt a tingling feeling shoot through her 
body. It was these moments that she loved the most, when she was 
alone with her assassin. She closed her eyes, and softly let herself 
lean against him. She felt all the pain and other emotions leave her 
body, only leaving room for the joy and calmness that filled her 
whenever they had these moments. The moments where the whole world 
could crumble, fall into oblivion and be damned for all they 
cared . 

Bolt was the second to stand up, which caused the two to fall over 
onto the warmed stones where the dragon lay. The two softly landed, 
but both erupted in a fit of giggles. They didn't last long enough 
for them to forget to continue their previous task though. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The forge was filled with sounds again, Gobber was calmly working 
on the blade of a scythe, which had broken when a farmer hadn't 
noticed the rock that lay in the field. The old blade had shattered, 
since it had endured the winter outside, and had suffered from the 
weather . <p> 

He had quickly made a new blade, but he still had to make it smooth 
and sturdy, and he also had to sharpen it. If he did his job well the 
job of a farmer would become easier, which meant that everyone was 
happy. So he always strived to make equipment as good as 
possible . 

Except for Mildew's. 

Hiccup was in his room, which was evident since Toothless tried to 
join him. The forge wasn't made for the Nightfury though, and Gobber 
would occasionally have to watch out for the large tail and body of 
the Nightfury that was occupying the inside of the forge, since only 
his head and a little bit of his body fitted into the small room. 

He winced as he heard something break inside. Hiccup groaning loudly. 
He sighted and turned to the door through which the Nightfury was 
trying to go through, which was now struggling and panicking to go 
out, but stopped when he realised that it also didn't work. "I didn't 
keep that room safe and untouched for five years just so you could 
destroy it!" He yelled as he hung his hammer on the wall and took a 
pair of tongues. 


"Sorry." Gobber heard from the small chamber in the back. The voice 



muffled, he heard the soft rumble of the dragon as it tried to push 
itself further into the room. "Toothless though he could use the 
table to pull himself in." 

"The table is fixed to the wall." Gobber said confused. Scratching 
his head, trying to imagine how the dragon would try to grab the leg 
of the table with his paws and pull himself further. 

"Not anymore." Hiccup said from inside, calmly picking up the stuff 
that was previously lying on the table. He was trying to put the 
second one of the new lenses into the dragon eye, but Toothless had 
interrupted him. The large beast had indeed seen the leg of the table 
as a good way to pull himself further into the room, since he was 
convinced that he could fit inside. 

Hiccup sighed as he picked up the lens, checking if it was still in 
one piece. Luckily it was, so he carefully inserted it into the 
spherical container that was the dragon eye. Now it was good that 
Toothless was here, since he could provide the soft burning flame 
that allowed him to see the image that was created by the lenses. 

He carefully rotated the lenses, trying to get the right combination. 
It only took a few tries to get it right, and it quickly produced a 
blurry and unclear image on the wooden wall next to him. 

He squinted his eyes at it, blowing the candle next to him out to let 
the image be cleared. Toothless effectively sealed the door, so the 
only light in the room was the small bit that came through creaks in 
the wood. Apart from that, it was dark. 

The image was still unusable. Since it was too unclear and parts of 
it were missing. They'd probably need a third lens, and he guessed it 
was somewhere near that last location. He quickly stuffed the dragon 
eye back into Toothless' satchel, the first one, since that was the 
only one that was accessible. It was only then that he heard someone 
calling his name from outside. 

"Hiccup?" He heard a feminine voice ask, a voice he recognised 
anywhere. "Are you in there?" 

"Yea, I'm here." Hiccup yelled from the room as he climbed on top of 
Toothless to peak through a small hole that he had left uncovered in 
the doorframe, the large beast grunting in disagreement. 

Astrid had to keep a laugh back when she saw Hiccup's head appear in 
the corner of the doorframe. Toothless was actively trying to back up 
from the room, but without a proper sight behind him he was bumping 
into a pillar and wasn't able to navigate his way around 
it . 

"Anyway." Astrid said as she saw the tail of the dragon sweep through 
the smithy, knocking a few handles of a table. "I came here to 
challenge you." 

"Challenge?" Hiccup asked confused, trying to get a good look at 
Astrid. "I'm kind of busy." 

"Do you forfeit the challenge?" Astrid asked with a teasing tone, 
knowing that even Hiccup liked winning. Especially since he had 
beaten her at everything so far. "Easy win for me." 



"I didn't say that." Hiccup yelled from inside the room. "I'm just a 
bit trapped." 

"I noticed." Astrid said. An idea popping into her head. "He did get 
chubby . " 

"I never said that!" Hiccup wanted to cry out, but the dragon had 
heard it too. At first it had raided his head in surprise to the 
statement, which made him hit his head on the ceiling. This wouldn't 
be anyone's problem as long as Hiccup wasn't also on top of 
him . 

Astrid was unable to supress her laughs as she started to hear the 
chaos that ensued inside the room. It was a mixture of annoyed and 
angry growls and soft pats, which were probably Toothless swatting 
Hiccup across the back of his head. It was mixed with the pleading 
sound of Hiccup convincing Toothless that he never said that. 

After a while it grew silent again, but it was broken by the soft 
sound of Toothless licking something, accompanied by Hiccup's sighs. 
Astrid walked towards the dragon, gently guiding the back past the 
thick wooden pillar and allowing the dragon to leave the room. 
Overjoyed that it had been freed, the dragon quickly jumped around 
the roomy interior of the forge, jumping on the rafters and on a few 
tables before disappearing outside. Astrid calmly watched him run 
out . 

"Mature." She heard an annoyed voice behind her, and she quickly 
turned around to face Hiccup. His chest was covered in a slimy, shiny 
liquid, probably dragon saliva. She managed to suppress another laugh 
when he calmly walked towards a piece of cloth and whipped the 
substance from his armour. "Never do that again." He said sternly. 
"He's very sensitive about his body." 

"Sure he is." Astrid said, remembering how the dragon had once eaten 
the entire feeding bowl empty, before dragging every nearby town 
member towards it to show them that it needed to be filled. 

"Who am I kidding?" Hiccup sighs as he removed the last of the 
saliva, the dirty piece of cloth was tossed underneath a table, 

Gobber would clean it someday. "He's just looking for excuses to 
annoy me . " 

"Looks like you trained the wrong dragon." Astrid said 
j okingly . 

"Yea." Hiccup responded as he watched out of the window. His fearsome 
dragon was being scratched by some children, and he was lying on the 
ground in a state of ecstasy. He turned back to Astrid. "So, a 
challenge? " 

"We're sparring again." Astrid stated matter-of-fact ly . "Whether you 
like it or not . " 

"And what it I refuse?" Hiccup asked calmly, not really feeling in 
for a spar, but already realising that there wasn't an easy way out 
of this. 


"Then I win now instead of later today." Astrid said with a smile, as 



she headed towards the door. 


"We'll see about that." Hiccup said as he grabbed his sword from a 
table and headed towards the door, following Astrid to the arena. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Several people had come to watch the fight, they hadn't had a 
competition or a friendly spar since the end of the winter, and they 
were interested in a rematch between the assassin and Berk's finest 
warrior. It wasn't much, mainly the riders, some friends and family, 
and a few random villagers who had nothing better to do. The crowd 
didn't even cover the entire rim of the arena, but that didn't 
matter . <p> 

Gobber was there as judge, and would say what was allowed and what 
wasn't. It was a pretty straight forward fight. No bows or other 
ranged weapons, which would be stupid anyway given the small 
confinement of the arena. The contestants weren't allowed to leave 
the arena while the fight was still going and the crowd wasn't 
allowed to enter. He finished with telling the two young adults not 
to hurt each other too bad, before wishing both of them good 
luck . 

They stood on either side of the arena. Astrid holding her axe in one 
hand, flexing the fingers of her other hand, her palm leaning on the 
hilt of a sword that she had strapped to her side. She usually didn't 
take a sword with her, since she preferred her axe. But her axe 
wouldn't do any good in blocking or parrying the quick strikes that 
Hiccup was capable of delivering. She had a grin on her face, knowing 
that she had a secret weapon, but she'd have to find a good moment to 
use it . 

Hiccup stood in front of her, calmly checking the straps on his 
armour. He wanted to make sure that everything was still in perfect 
working order, since a fault in one's attire could ruin a fight. If a 
strap was able to get caught by a blade or something like that it 
could get loose, which would not only ruin its protection but also 
make it difficult to move in. After he was content with his armour he 
took a confident but relaxed stance. He had a small grin on his face, 
he loved battle, and sparring had the advantage that he wouldn't have 
to kill anyone. It was a relaxed and fun way to practice and match 
skills with other people. 

"Both of you ready?" Gobber asked calmly, looking down on the two 
with a grin, he was getting a show, that was for sure. 

Hiccup took a firm stance, the calm grin on his face turning to a 
more confident one, almost cocky. He slowly pulled his hood over his 
head, the shadow that it created masking most of his face, only the 
lowest part of his chin visible in the shadows of the arena. The 
crowd had fallen silent. It was a scary sight. The boy suddenly 
transformed into a totally different person. He wasn't the Hiccup 
they knew and loved, now he was a deadly Assassin. "Ready." He said 
softly, loud enough for the crowd and Gobber to just hear it. 

Astrid swallowed softly, she had to admit that the sight of Hiccup in 
his full armour both amazed her and startled her, since it truly 
matched his way of fighting. It was foreign and complex. She felt 
like she could match him though, and with a little trick, even beat 



him. "I'm ready." She said confident, grabbing her axe with two 
hands. With a bit of luck she'd be able to make a quick first strike 
and afterwards start playing defensive. 

Fighting was a very interesting thing to observe, it could be 
compared to meeting someone and having them in your life, but in a 
shorter and more action packed moment. It all starts with a first 
impression, does someone attack powerfully, which forced you to block 
with all your might. Or will someone use quick and small attacks that 
require deep concentrat ion and quick thinking to parry. Astrid knew 
this, and she also knew how to use this in her own favour. They first 
calmly circled, but she quickly attacked, her axe held back and 
running at Hiccup, shouting a powerful war-cry. 

It was futile, she knew that. The simple and straight-forward attack 
was easily blocked by Hiccup. However, because of the sheer power of 
Astrid' s attack he did stumble back a bit. Luckily he quickly 
regained himself in time for Astrid' s second attack. It was another 
powerful but expectable attack. 

He extended Inferno, hooking it behind the head of the axe, giving it 
just a little bit of extra pull to successfully pull the weapon out 
of Astrid' s grasp. Exactly as expected by the blond warrior. 

Hiccup stayed calm as Astrid quickly rolled away from one of his 
attacks. He had disarmed her of her main weapon, the one with which 
she was most skilled. This was an advantage on one hand, but a 
disadvantage on the other. He knew Astrid was also skilled with a 
sword, and basically every other weapon that she could find. And the 
axe was a lot heavier and easier to predict and defend 
against . 

However, he still made sure that he was between her axe and her. He 
had seen the way she looked at it as it lay behind him on the ground, 
and he was certain that she was going to try to grab her weapon 
again. The crowd was cheering heavily in the meanwhile. Some cheered 
for Hiccup, while others cheered for Astrid, giving her useless 
advice and dumb hints. 

Astrid almost had trouble hiding her smirk, everything went as 
planned. Hiccup had staggered during his first block, which meant 
that her attack had definitely left an impression. This had left a 
though, an expectation. Usually, the first impression dictated 
further battle, if you knew that your attacked only blocked, waiting 
for a perfect parry, than you could use that against him or her. And 
if you knew that your attacker was used to striking with power with a 
heavy weapon, you could guess that they would try to regain the heavy 
weapon they usually carry if they lost it. 

This was Hiccup's guess for the fight. Astrid was bound to try to 
grab her axe again, it would be the perfect weapon to perform attacks 
which were powerful enough to force him to dodge, since blocked would 
be difficult. Especially since inferno didn't consist of one blade, 
instead multiple sliding parts, which meant that it could shatter if 
it received a wrong hit. 

He saw Astrid standing with her sword, holding it with both hands to 
have more control of the weapons. Her stance was defensive, which 
wasn't surprising. A sword enough to block most of his attacks, and 
he'd probably have to wait for a good parry if he wanted to strike. 



But since it wasn't her weapon of choice she'd play more 
defensively . 


It all made so much sense, almost too much. Astrid would be 
defending, trying to find an opening to make a run for her axe. This 
left Hiccup in a position that he didn't like, but also didn't mind. 
He'd be the one to attack, forcing her back with his attacks. 

Although a sword wasn't bad for that, it wasn't perfect. He'd be best 
if he could attack with his hidden blades, but those only worked 
properly if he was able to parry an attack and create an opening in 
an enemies defence to attack or if the enemy wasn't expecting an 
attack . 

She stared into his eyes, watching him think as she slowly tried to 
make her way to the axe. She didn't need it for her plan to work, but 
she needed to keep up the act. Hiccup saw her step, and quickly 
reacted. A quick swipe with inferno, which forced Astrid to take a 
quick jump backwards. 

This way the fight would last for ever, and Hiccup knew it. He wasn't 
looking forward to a fight that would consume his entire evening. He 
carefully observed Astrid, having trouble keeping focussed on the 
actual fight. It was a lot easier when an opponent didn't look so, 
interesting, during a fight. 

He'd have to disarm her, since it was difficult to force her to 
surrender under other circumstances , and he knew Astrid would only 
give up if she really had no other choice. One way to ensure that was 
to rid her of any means of fighting and defending herself. Her axe 
wasn't the best at defending, but she was able to keep opponents at a 
distance and attack herself. The sword was good defence, but wasn't 
her preferred weapon. She probably also had a dagger with her 
somewhere, but that wouldn't be able to defend against Hiccup's 
sword, and she wouldn't have the reach to attack him. 

So it was settled, he only needed to take the sword away from her and 
he'd be golden. But that would prove tricky. A sword didn't have many 
areas where he would be able to take it without possibly injuring 
Astrid. He could hook his sword behind the head of the axe, which 
kept her safely away from the sharp edge that it had. But the only 
area he could hook behind now was the guard from her hand, and that 
was just too close. 

He'd have to do it himself, get in close, grab the handle, and rip it 
out of her grasp. But that would only work if he managed to surprise 
her, otherwise her grip would be too strong. He'd have to make her 
feel like she was winning again, like she had the upper hand. That 
would allow her to relax, and would allow him to safely grab the 
sword . 

A parry would do that, but not one of his, one of hers. The parry 
would be dangerous though, since he'd have to allow her to parry 
without arousing any suspicion. She'd have to take the bait, trying 
to strike against him, which was definitely dangerous with a skilled 
and experienced opponent like Astrid. The opportunity had to be too 
good to let go though, since she would have to be tempted to take it 
instead of making a run for her axe. 

It was a dangerous gamble, but he had to act fast. Astrid' s defence 
was strong and she was slowly but surely driving him closer and 



closer to the place where her axe lay, just a few steps behind him. 
He'd have to make a move before she did, since that would probably 
lead to her getting her axe back, which would start the battle all 
over again. 

He attacked, a quick strike from above. As expected, Astrid didn't 
block the attack, instead parrying to be able to strike back. She 
intercepted his blade with her own, the sparks that care from the 
metal hitting metal igniting Inferno, but she didn't let that 
distract her. She used the momentum from Hiccup's attack to guide the 
blade off its meant trajectory, sending it downwards to her right. 
This left Hiccup defenceless, and she knew that he wouldn't do this 
unless he had something planned. However, she didn't doubt, not even 
for a second. She acted fast, but instead of attacking with her 
sword, like Hiccup had expected. She quickly stepped in. The boy, 
surprised by the unexpected movement stepped back, but Astrid' s 
warrior reflexes were too fast. 

She quickly wrapped one arm around his back, her other dropping the 
sword and grabbing the strap that went from his left shoulder across 
his chest. The crowd was shocked, this was a bold thing to do and it 
could end very badly for her. 

Hiccup however, was shocked. He had a lot of experience with 
fighting, but he couldn't anticipate what Astrid was planning, he 
tried to push her back, hoping to regain his stance and continue the 
fight. However, his arms felt lifeless and limb when she did 
something that he would never expect nor dare to dream about. 

She leaned in, standing on her toes to reach the taller assassin, and 
she kissed him. 

**AN: ** 

**HAHHAHAHHAA** 

**Honestly waiting for someone to throw a brick through my window 
with a note on it stating that I need to stop pulling these stunts. 

Or finding a note stapled to my front door with a knife.** 

**Anyway, that's stuff for another day. It's currently midnight and I 
need to start tomorrow early.** 

**Like really early.** 

**Really really early.** 

**I shouldn't be awake right now.** 

**So I'll make this quick. Don't forget to vote for the next story 
that will arrive once I finally finish TTTS. If anyone is willing to 
help by the way, please do, kind of stuck on that one. Review if you 
want to, it gives me a warm and fuzzy feeling inside.** 

**It's actually really awesome, and I don't thank you guys and girls 
enough for it.** 

**So yea, thank you!** 

**I'll try to update next week, so you don't have to chew on the 



cliffy for two full weeks, but I don't think I'll be able to make 
that . ** 

**Sorry that it's a bit short, I wanted to get it out somewhere 
around last weekend, but I have a busy schedule.** 

**Anyway! Take Care! 
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19. Chapter 19, An eventful day 

He was shocked, frozen in place like a Terrible Terror that was 
caught stealing fish. His arms were hanging lifelessly by his sides, 
like lifeless eels. His sword dropped from his hand, clattering on 
the ground before extinguishing as it retracted. 

It was silent, very silent. You could hear a pin drop. The crowd was 
almost as shocked as Hiccup, staring in pure disbelieve as Astrid 
kissed Hiccup. Heather and Ragnar were looking speechlessly from the 
edge of the arena. They had expected something between the two, but 
this was definitely a daring tactic, even for Astrid. 

Hiccup's eyes were open wide, in shock. He was looking straight at 
Astrid, who had her eyes calmly closed. He had actually been so 
distracted that he hadn't even had time to register the kiss itself. 
It was harsh, dominant, deep and long. It wasn't the constant stream 
of hungry kisses that he had seen hungry couples give each other over 
the years. This was a long and deep continuous kiss, like gently 
gliding on a dragon. It didn't end, it just kept going. 

He closed his eyes, relaxing a bit and accepting the kiss. Before he 
had stood there shocked and stunned, now he was just a little bit 
less of both. He tilted his head and deepened the kiss, earning a 
soft moan from Astrid in surprise. She hadn't expected Hiccup to 
react so fast, but she didn't mind. 

Hiccup inhaled through his nose, smelling a beautiful mixture of 
smells around him. The first and most prominent was their own sweat, 
they had fought for a bit and had both had quite some movement. But 
there was another smell, a faint and gentle smell, something along 
the lines of flowers and grass, but he couldn't quite put his finger 
on it . 

It wasn't such a surprise that he couldn't think of it, he couldn't 
think of much at the moment. His mind was filled with just about 
everything from the past few years. The lonely nights he had during 
his time in the Roman Empire, the times he would watch her as a kid 
from the window of the store. How she'd throw the buckets of fire on 
the raging fires during raids, which was a futile attempt to douse 
the intense flames. 

It all came back to him, the way he had missed her after he had 
initially left, how he remembered how angry she was when she 
discovered Toothless, and how he had taken her for a flight. 


He had taken her for a flight? 



He tried to focus his mind, which was surprisingly difficult with 
Astrid's body slammed tight against his, her hand wrapped around his 
neck, playing with his braids. Her other hand holding a tight grip on 
his collar, pulling his down a little bit. He felt trapped, but a 
good way of trapped. If you wished to live around Astrid Hofferson 
you would sometimes have to stand down, allowing her to take control. 
It was just how she was. 

He was getting distracted again. He tried to focus, thinking back of 
the flight. It came back, slowly, and in parts. It was a lot to take 
in, the cold of the seas that Toothless had flew them through, along 
with the icy winds that high. Which was in sharp contrast with the 
warmth he had felt against his back and around his chest. 

Astrid was also having trouble focussing, she was getting caught up 
in the kiss and almost forgot her plan. She opened one eye, looking 
past Hiccup to the ground just behind him, where her heavy axe still 
lay. She gave a last soft moan, having trouble finding the energy to 
part from the kiss. But she found it. 

Hiccup felt a familiar emptiness when he felt her lips leave his, and 
that was the last signal he needed. His mind paced everything 
together, like a large puzzle, and the last piece had just been 
place . 

He remembered the flight, the way Toothless was grumpy at first, 
understandable, and how he had calmed down after Astrid's apology. He 
remembers showing her the island and the short but eventful trip they 
made towards the dragon's nest. And he also knew why the loss he felt 
was so familiar. He particularly remembered the evening afterwards in 
the cove . 

His eyes shot open, only to see that Astrid had more time to thing 
than him. He felt a cold metal hook behind his right leg. He looked 
at Astrid, who had a focussed expression and wore a sly grin. She 
gave him a powerful push. He wanted to step backwards, but the axe 
blocked his feet. He closed his eyes and prepared himself for the 
fall. In a matter of seconds his back hit the cold stone floor, and 
he landed with a grunt. 

He didn't have time to do anything, because he quickly heard a soft 
sound of two steel points chipping into stone. He sighed, and slowly 
opened his eyes. Above him he saw Astrid, who was leaning calmly on 
the handle of her axe, a smug smile plastered on her face. 

The crowd stated cheering, both to celebrate Astrid victory and also 
out of joy to finally see the two together. Along the cheering were a 

few wolf-whistles and a couple of suggestive remarks. They had been 

going around the town for a while now, but now the people who thought 

about these kind of jokes finally had the guts to shout them 

out . 

Hiccup painfully tried to look around, but he couldn't turn his head 
far with the head of the axe keeping it in place. He could see a 
little bit to his left and right, and a tiny bit up. If he looked 
down he was looking straight at the axe, but after all, his gaze 
always landed back on Astrid. 


Astrid looked away, searching for Gobber, who should be standing 
somewhere on the rim of the arena. She finally found him, bend over 



as he was holding his belly, laughing loudly. 

"Did I win?" She asked confidently, looking down at the assassin who 
lay trapped on the ground. 

"Hold on." The blacksmith said as he tried to make his way through 
the crowd. "I want to see this." 

Hiccup let out a sigh, trying to wriggle his way from Astrid's grasp. 
It was a futile attempt, she was leaning on the handle of her axe, 
pinning it in the little holes it had chipped in the stone. It didn't 
move an inch. 

"Any luck down there?" Astrid asked smugly, a large grin on her face. 
"It looks like you're stuck." He looked away, refusing to look at 
her, he saw Inferno lying no too far from his head. The head of the 
axe prevented him from grabbing it though. He looked back at Astrid, 
who was smiling at the crowd around her. Gobber came walking in 
though the entrance, heading over to the two fighters. He suppressed 
another laugh as he approached them. 

"Well Astrid, looks like you got him." The smith said with a grin, 
looking at his former apprentice on the ground. His hood had fallen 
down, and he looked a lot less dangerous than he did before. 

"Yep, I finally made up for last year." Astrid said with a grin, 
earning a laugh from Gobber. "Anyway, I suppose I've won?" 

"Well, that depends, doesn't it?" Gobber said sarcast ically , kneeling 

down next to Hiccup. "What do you say Hiccup, did Astrid 

win?" 

Hiccup turned his head to Gobber, as far as the axe head would allow. 
He was thinking about making some remark about a tie, but he also 
realised that Astrid was in a position of power. And he lied if he 
said that he liked the axe on his throat. 

"I think she's won." He said softly, looking at Gobber. 

Astrid heard it, a smile creeping up on her face. But before Gobber 
had time to call the official win out towards the crowd Astrid 
signalled him to wait. "What did you say?" She asked with a sweet and 
innocent voice. 

Hiccup sighted, refusing to look her in the eyes. "You've won." He 
said softly, looking at the wall at the far end of the arena. 

He could almost feel how she put more weight on her axe, and how her 
sharp and persistent stare was aimed straight at him. "What was 
that ? " 

"You've won." He repeated, this time turning his head to look at her, 
his annoyance melted as he looked at her shining blue eyes. She was 
proud at herself, and she should be. And Hiccup had a feeling she 
wasn't just happy because she'd won the fight. "You've beaten 


She turned to Gobber. That was all she needed to hear. She signalled 
him to call the winner, and already released some of the pressure on 
the axe . 



"Alright lads and lasses, calm down everyone." Gobber shouted as he 
turned to face everyone. "The winner of the fight is obvious, 

Astrid ! " 

The crowd cheered, whistling and yelling loudly to celebrate the 
girl's victory. Astrid looked relieved, happy that she had finally 
won a match against Hiccup, and that she had finally found an excuse 
to kiss him. She pulled the axe from his throat, swinging it over her 
shoulder and extending her arm to help Hiccup up. He gladly took her 
hand, slowly getting up from the ground. His face was a mix of 
expressions, his eyes shone when he looked at her, but there was also 
a hint of insecurity. 

"You cheated." He said softly, trying to hold a stern and angry 
expression. "That was not a fair move." 

"Aaah, " Astrid began, leaning her hands on her knees as if she was 
talking with a little kid. "Is the little Haddock pouting?" 

"Little Haddock?" Hiccup laughed. "Are you calling a dangerous and 
deadly assassin a little Haddock?" He asked as he pointed at himself 
smugly . 

"Well, that's a dangerous assassin that I just beat." Astrid said, 
giving him a gentle shove on his chest, releasing the spring-locked 
dorsal fin. It extended with a loud twang. It was silent for a short 
moment, before Astrid let out a long stream of laughter. 

It was extremely funny for some reason. Hiccup just standing there, 
arms by his side, trying to look stern and dangerous, with a long red 
fin sticking out from his back. 

"Very funny." Hiccup said annoyed as he twisted the little cylinder 
to retract the fin. Meanwhile Astrid wrapped her arms around her 
stomach, trying to stop the laughter. "Mature." 

He noticed that his words weren't coming through, as Astrid was too 
busy laughing and muttering soft comments about the red fin that 
stood from his back. 

Hiccup let out a heavy sigh, he wasn't going to stop the laughter any 
time soon, it would be impossible to start, and it was pretty cute. 

As a kid he hadn't seen her laugh that often, she was usually too 
busy training and looking tough. But he noticed that as they grew 
closer she relaxed and often dropper a bit of her tougher 
f aA§ade . 

He grabbed her shoulders, at least holding her in place, but she was 
still bawling with laughter, her eyes shut tight. She opened them 
when she felt him touch her, but only to erupt in more laughter as 
she looked at his stern yet hopeless face. She got him, she got him 
good . 

He tried to hold her still, but to no avail. Her giggles were causing 
her body to rock from side to side, making her jump slightly up and 
down, she was like a hyper-active dragon. 


He decided to use her little trick against her. 



This time it was Astrid's turn to freeze, and stand still in utter 
shock. Her eyes were open wide as she felt a rough hand on her chin, 
which had, without her realising, gulden her lips to his. They were 
rough, and shook a little bit, before steading themselves slowly. She 
relaxed, her body almost going numb when he reached around her back 
with his arm. She returned to gesture, one hand grabbing his collar 
again and the other reaching behind him to tug on his braids. 

His hair was messy and filthy, probably because of the dirt that was 
scattered across the floor of the arena. They could silently hear the 
crowd yelling and cheering in the back, but they both decided to 
ignore the masses of people. They could cheer and yell what they'd 
liked, it didn't matter to them. All that mattered to them was that 
moment, and the person standing in front of the other. 

They were both in total bliss, their hands feeling like the warm glow 
of fire after a cold night of guard patrols around the island. They 
care for what happened around them, the entirety of Berk could sink 
into the ocean for all they cared, they only cared about the little 
bit of ground they currently shared. 

Ragnar looked from the crowd, slowly trying make his way towards the 
couple to congratulate Astrid with her victory, although he also felt 
like Hiccup wasn't too sad about his defeat. He felt his arm being 
grabbed by someone however, his own girlfriend. 

"Let them have their moment." She said as she looked at the two in 
the arena. "They deserve it." 

He looked at his girlfriend, silently agreeing with her. But as when 
he looked back at the arena he felt a heavy hand land on his 
shoulder. A hand that actually covered most of his shoulder, like a 
warm heavy cloak. He looked behind him, seeing that the crowd that he 
had so much trouble navigating through had made easy way for a much 
broader person, the chief of Berk. 

"Chief Stoick!" Ragnar said surprised, especially since you could 
usually hear or feel the chief coming from quite a bit away. "What 
brings you here?" 

"Well, I never miss a fight from Berks most talented warrior." He 
began slowly. "And I know my son too, and felt like something was 
up." He added as he looked down into the arena, seeing Astrid and 
Hiccup standing in the middle of the ring. Gobber walking away waving 
his hands at the crowd, signalling that the fight was over and that 
this could take a while. 

"You could say that." Ragnar added as he watched as Astrid tightened 
her grip on Hiccup's collar, pulling his head down a bit further so 
that she wouldn't have to stand on her toes. "Certainly been an 
interesting match." 

"That it was." Stoick began, his voice deep but joyful, before 
quickly turning more serious. "Not the reason I truly came 
though . " 

"Trouble, chief?" Ragnar asked with a cocked eyebrow. "Ships on the 
horizon? " 

"No, nothing life threatening this time." Stoick chuckled lightly. 



looking behind him to see that most of Berk was still watching for 
some reason, and that the rest of the village was awfully quiet. 

"Walk with me." He said as started making his way back through the 
crowd . 

Ragnar turned to Heather, giving her a quick shrug before following 
closely behind the chief. 

Stoick's abilities to cut through crowds was amazing, people parted 
like the sea for the bow of a ship. It was an astonishing sight. He 
followed in his wake. Calmly following closely behind the large 
Viking before the crowd closed behind him. It only took a short time 
before Stoick had safely navigated them out of the seas of Vikings, 
and they walked back towards the village across the sturdy wooden 
bridge . 

"You wished to speak sir?" Ragnar asked carefully as he felt a plank 
squeak underneath him. He didn't pay it any attention. The old wooden 
bridge that connected the town of Berk with the arena had been scary 
at first, but after seeing countless hordes of Vikings and dragons 
walk across it he felt safe to say that the bridge would hold his 
weight . 

"Yes, I did." Stoick said softly, the large and experienced chief had 
though deeply about the subject he was about to discuss, but he was 
uncertain about how to start. 

"Should I be worried?" Ragnar asked to break the silence between the 
two. He was nervous, but when he looked at the chief he had the same 
nervousness, the tall man was fumbling with his hands, not able to 
keep them still. 

"Absolutely not." Stoick said quickly. He stopped and turned to 
Ragnar, taking a deep breath before continuing. "I'm a father." 

"I like to think so." Ragnar replied confused, not sure where the 
chief wanted to go with this talk. 

"And a bad one." He added softly, loud enough that Ragnar could hear 
it clearly. The pain and remorse was clear in his voice, and the 
assassin felt sad for the large man. 

"Well, I wouldn't say that." Ragnar said calmly, but he was 
interrupted by Stoick. 

"I drove my own son away, forced him to befriend something he was 
taught to fear." Stoick said with a sad tone as he continued walking. 
"Only because he feared it less than his own tribe." 

"No, that's not how it went." Ragnar wanted to begin, catching up 
with the chief, but he was cut off again. 

"And I send him running, forced him to flee to a foreign land." 

Stoick added, continuing his own demoralizing rant. He stopped again, 
taking in a deep breath. "You've been more father to him than I've 
ever been . " 

Ragnar was frozen, surprised with the sudden compliment. Had he? He 
had taken care of him and helped him with wounds, but so had Hiccup 
when he was hurt. "We're more like brothers." He said softly. "But 



thanks . " 


Stoick sighed, sitting down on a stone wall that luckily managed to 
hold itself underneath the large chief's weight. "You know my own son 
better than I do." He said simply. "I want you to help me." 

"What do you mean?" Ragnar asked as he leaned against a sign post 
that conveniently stood behind him. 

"You've seen him grow, seen him develop." Stoick said as he looked 
towards the location where the arena was in the distance. "I don't 
believe you if you tell me that he was like this when he washed up on 
the shore . " 

Ragnar chuckled at the statement, he had changed a lot since that 
day, they both had. "Alright, you got a point there." He said with a 
smile. "But from what I hear he hasn't changed much from when he was 
here . " 

This time it was Stoick 's turn to laugh. "That man who fights in the 
arena, challenging Astrid Hofferson like it's nothing." He began. 
"That doesn't look like my clumsy thin child." 

"He changed alright, gained some weight, grown a bit." Ragnar 
explained. "But inside, he's still all Hiccup." 

"What do you mean?" Stoick asked curiously, his entire mind fixed on 
the words Ragnar was telling. 

"He invented a lot here." Ragnar said, and he could almost see Stoick 
face turn. He was reminded to the days he had to clean the mess of a 
dragon's raid and clean the mess Hiccup had added with it. His 
inventions were always so crude, large and dangerous. And extremely 
unreliable. "He still does, his sword, his suit, all his work." 

"His inventions were death wishes when he was here." Stoick chucked, 
remembering the numerous Vikings that had fallen from his launchers. 
"They so complex and delicate now." 

"That's just experience." Ragnar said calmly. "He almost killed me a 
couple of times in the last few years with that stuff, so that hasn't 
changed, he just got better at it." 

Stoick chuckled softly, remembering the odd changes he had at 
visiting the forge, and seeing the shine in Hiccup's eyes when he 
worked at something. "But his sword, and that suit, they work so 
well . " 

"Not the first time." Ragnar said with a smile. "His suit saw him 
plummeting to the earth more often than not, and that sword lost me a 
set of eyebrows." He said, stroking his left eyebrow gently to make 
sure it was still in place. 

Stoick was silent. What if he had given Hiccup more time? What if he 
had let him perfect his designs instead of cutting them off the first 
chance he got? 

Ragnar took the silence as a sign to continue. "And forcing him to go 
to the enemy, that isn't what Hiccup does, he's just, curious." 

Ragnar explained, earning a surprised look from Stoick. "He found 



Toothless and he didn't kill him, so he looked further than just 
thanking the gods that he still had his life and running 
away . " 

"Sounds like that's a bad quality at times." Stoick added fearfully, 
sure, he got lucky with dragons, that showed. But he wasn't too sure 
about other times where Hiccup could get in serious trouble with that 
habit . 

"Ooh it is." Ragnar said calmly. "Has a few scars from it too." He 
said as he gestured from his shoulder, trailing his finger sideways 
across his chest and belly. "Quite a nasty one." 

"Continue." Stoick said softly. 

"He never gave up on you guys you know." Ragnar said softly. "Always 
looked after you lot." 

"Even when we took his friend." Stoick muttered softly. "And I casted 
him out, saying he wasn't my son." 

"He still came back though, ready to fight for his home, his people." 
Ragnar said. "The more stories I hear from the time before I met him 
the more I find he hasn't changed that much." 

"If you tell it like that it makes sense." Stoick said with a soft 
smile . 

"And the more I hear about you," Ragnar began. "The more I learn he 
takes after his father." 

Stoick let out a soft laugh. "Don't put your money on that." He said 
softly. "He takes more after his mother." 

"Well, becoming an assassin hasn't been bad for him." Ragnar said 
with a smile. "And we had a good mentor." 

"Mentor?" Stoick asked curiously. "Is there a third hooded hero who I 
need to thank?" 

"You could say that." Ragnar says cautiously. "He took us in when we 
arrived in Roma, trained us." 

"How did he, train Hiccup?" Stoick asked curiously. "I've tried 

it . " 

"He was calm, pushed us to do our best, but didn't force anything." 
Ragnar explained. "He could see that we were capable of more, but he 
never tried to force us to be something we couldn't be." 

Stoick was silent, he could hear the difference between him and this 
Marcus . 

"He didn't cross boundaries and borders, he shoved them ahead of us." 
Ragnar told Stoick. "He showed us that there was hidden potential in 
us, but that we had to find it ourselves." 

"And then released you to the world when you were ready?" Stoick 
asked, interested in the man who had helped his son and his best 
friend. "I suppose I can't send a letter to thank him." 



"Well, no." Ragnar said, trying to keep his face straight. "Marcus 
well , he died . " 


"Ooh, alright." Stoick said softly. "That's a shame." 

Ragnar felt his fingers tense and flexed them carefully. "It was." He 
chocked out, taking slow breaths to keep calm. "He has helped us 
immensely . " 

"Right." Stoick said, there was a strange tension with the boy he was 
talking to, but that was understandable with such a loss. "I better 
continue running the village." 

"Sure." Ragnar said with a smile as the chief got up from the stone 
wall. "I better go do, things." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The moon was in the sky early, at the beginning of the night. It 
was a clear and beautiful, and slowly grew darker as the sun 
descended on the horizon behind him. It wasn't often that he found 
himself relaxed by stargazing, but tonight was one of those nights. 

He would usually spent his spare time by drawing, designing, or 
taking flights with Toothless. But tonight was different, he felt 
like the skies themselves had cleared for him, to allow him to rest 
and beauty of the coming night. <p> 

He had a clear view too, sitting on the thick wooden edge of the 
wooden bridge that connected the arena and the village. It gave him 
the perfect view of the clear sky and calm sea, and he could see for 
miles . 

The sky was slowly growing darker, and the full moon was starting to 
replace the sun as the shining celestial object in the sky. 

In the distance was the noise of the village, the soft sounds of 
living men, who calmly did their business. In the silence you could 
hear how they went on with their daily lives, slowly rounding up and 
closing shops for the day. 

Today had been a crazy day, he had woken up on a sea stack quite a 
bit away from here, and hadn't even had time to relax until now. The 
day had been filled with all sorts of things, from travelling back to 
berk to getting trapped by toothless in the forge, and eventually, 
the fight with Astrid. 

That had been something alright. 

He needed to talk to her, to make sure what was going on. Were they 
'a thing' now? He wasn't sure, he'd like it, he would like it a lot 
actually. It was one of the things that didn't ever seem to leave 
him, that seemed to follow him wherever he went. It didn't matter if 
he was in Roma, or in the archipelago. It didn't matter if was home 
or far away. The young and adventurous crush he had felt for her 
never seized to exist. It always came back, like a terrible terror 
that you fed a piece of food. It would come back for more. 

He didn't mind, the warm and joyful feelings he got when he could see 
her smile made his day. And that wasn't about to change, but he 



wasn't sure how she felt. 


Sure, she had kissed him, on the lips, out of the blue, but he was 
wondering if that was actually a tactic or if it was more than that. 
And she had allowed him to kiss her back, and hadn't broken the kiss 
afterwards. But he hadn't had a chance to talk with her about it. 

They had been pulled apart, much to his dislike. They had been driven 
apart by a lot of bystanders. Large groups wanted to congratulate 
Astrid, both with her victory and something else, and on their way 
out of the arena, they always managed to get Hiccup just a bit closer 
towards the exit, until finally he found himself standing on the 
other side of the bridge, large streams of Vikings still coming from 
the small arena. 

He hadn't even realised that there were so many Vikings who had come 
to watch the match. And what surprised him even more was the amount 
that had apparently managed to gather around the arena on the small 
stone rim. 

He had decided that he would speak her later, when they both had time 
and peace to do so. But unfortunately that had left him to think 
about the day on his own, and that had made him rather 
insecure . 

Beneath him was the soft sound of the waves smashing against the 
rocks, the brute force of the water could smash ships into splinters. 
But even though it held so much power and energy, it sounded 
relaxing. He let out a soft sigh looking at the lone ship that was 
sailing on the sea, heading towards the port. A torch burned softly 
on it and he could see the occasional silhouette of a person walking 
in front of the torch, doing things around the small ship. 

He felt a pair of hands grip his shoulders, and before he could react 
he felt his back on the floor of the bridge, his eyes wide open in 
shock. He looked up at Astrid, the moon behind her giving a soft glow 
to her silhouette. 

"Thanks." He said sarcast ically . "What did I earn that for?" 

Astrid let out a soft giggle, stepping over him and sitting down on 
his legs that still leaned on the railing. "I don't know." She said 
calmly as she looked at him. "I got to make sure you know your 
place . " 

Hiccup chuckled softly. "Like the dragon race before the winter?" He 
asked, earning a mean grin from Astrid as she remembered how she had 
trapped him in the basket. 

"No." She said with a stern expression. "That was because you 
cheated . " 

"In that case we're even." Hiccup said with a smile, wriggling his 
legs to make Astrid stand up, before quickly pulling them out from 
there to make sure he could stand. "Right?" 

"And why would that be?" Astrid asked with a cocked eyebrow. "You 
cheated, I didn't." She stated sternly. 

"Sure, this afternoon was a very fair fight." Hiccup said as he 
climbed to his feet, sitting down next to her. 



"There are no rules against kissing your opponent." Astrid stated 
clearly. "So it was a fair tactic." 

"There are also no rules about jumping from your dragon to grab 
sheep." Hiccup said calmly. "Still, you claim that I was 
cheating . " 

"Well, fine." Astrid said. "We're even." 

"Good." Hiccup said, staring out towards the sea. Astrid eyed him 
curiously, wondering what he was thinking about. He let out a deep 
sigh, his eyes fixed on the small boat that was slowly getting 
further and further. 

"What are you thinking about?" She asked as she gently leaned into 
him, the boy's gaze remaining fixed on the small vessel. 

"What are we?" Hiccup asked calmly, looking at her. 

Astrid looked back, surprised. "Even." She said with a mean smile. "I 
just told you . " 

"You know what I mean." Hiccup said annoyed. 

"I don't know what we are." Astrid said, her eyes also wandering 
towards the sea. 

"Do you want us to be something?" Hiccup asked curiously, looking at 
her . 

Astrid looked at him, a determined look. She didn't say anything, a 
soft nod was enough for him to understand. A smile crept on his lips. 
"Ready for a fourth kiss?" He asked with a sly smile. 

"You're counting?" Astrid asked surprised, feeling a little 
flattered. "And you're on four?" 

"Well, I remembered a short flight a few years ago." Hiccup said 
casually. "Nothing too special." 

"Nothing too special?" Astrid asked surprised. "You sure about 
that ? " 

"Pretty sure." Hiccup said calmly, not looking at her to avoid an 
angry scowl. He stared absently into the distance, hearing Astrid 
huff beside him. 

He looked at her, and was welcomed by her angry stare. Luckily, he 
had learned quickly, and could tell the difference between her 'I'm 
going to kill you' stare and her 'I'm angry, but you'll live' stare. 
He leaned in and gave her a soft peck on her forehead. 

"I'm joking." He said as he planted another kiss. And he could feel 
how she relaxed. "It was an amazing flight." 

When he pulled back, she was relaxed. Her eyes were no longer set on 
killing him and she wore a soft smile. "Good." She said as she stood 
up. "I don't want an unfair boyfriend." 



It was strange how one sentence could fill him with so much joy, her 
boyfriend. It sounded so strange, and yet so good. "Wouldn't dream of 
it." Hiccup responded dryly, standing up too. "Gods know that nothing 
goes unseen from you." 

"And you know it." Astrid said in victory. She turned around to face 
him, and gave him a quick punch against his shoulder. 

"Ow." Hiccup said in response. It didn't really hurt, it was just 
unexpected. "What was that for." 

"That was for calling me a cheater." Astrid said sternly, pointing 
her finger at the young assassin. "And this," She began, leaning in 
and kissing the boy on the lips. Their warm bodies were pressed close 
together to prevent the cold wind that blew across the bridge from 
reaching them. They stood there in silence, in the soft flickering of 
a torch and the light of the moon. 

"Is for everything else." 

**AN: ** 

**Well, here it is, long awaited and quite a bit too late. Sorry for 
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2000 to 5000+ words in the last few days. So yea. I'm going to try to 
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TTTS I might be able to go weekly. Who knows? I don't, that's for 
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**Anyway, exams are up for next week. So that's sure to keep me busy 
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waiting patiently and keeping up with my sorry ass. It's challenging 
at times I bet. :P** 

**Take care!** 
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20. Chapter 20, The truth revealed 

Stretching wings, checking straps, and flexing muscles. That was the 
checklist that the average person would do before going on a flight 
with his or her dragon. However, Hiccup wasn't the average person, he 
was currently on his knees underneath the wing of Toothless. 
Tightening a strap that ran along the length of the dragon's 
saddle . 

It was a simple strap, and it was perfectly fine the way it had been, 
but that didn't meet the pristine standard that Hiccup asked of 
Toothless' saddle. He tightened the strap carefully, making sure that 
it was secured tightly without coming close to hurting or annoying 
Toothless . 


Then came the bags, he wanted to make sure that everything was 
secured tightly, and that he didn't lose something halfway during the 



flight. It had happened once before, and it hadn't been a pleasant 
experience. Diving with an immense speed only to grab loaf of bread 
that had fallen out of a bag while they were flying, just to grab it 
before it landed in the sea. 

The experience was especially bad since the bread had been stale and 
tasteless anyway, but they couldn't be sure that they would find 
other food that day. 

But he had no fear of that happening again, since all the bags were 
tightly secured and properly closed. 

"Can we leave now?" Ragnar wined from the back of Bolt, who was 
walking around impatiently. "This is taking forever." 

"Do you want me to lose something?" Hiccup asked as he tested the 
different way that he could move the foot pedal, looking behind at 
Toothless' tail to make sure that the tailfin was corresponding 
correctly. "Or that we fall from the sky?" 

"Anything is better than this." Ragnar said as he looked behind him, 
seeing Heather lying down on her dragon and Astrid with a focussed 
gaze on Hiccup, who was now testing the lever to lock Toothless' tail 
in place. 

"How are you even keeping him from sitting still that long?" Heather 
asked as she observed the large black dragon. "Normally he can't sit 
still for a second." 

"Well, for one, he knows we're going out flying." Hiccup answered as 
he climbed halfway onto Toothless, testing yet another part of the 
contraption that was his saddle. "And I occasionally scratch 
him. " 

Toothless let out a content sigh as Hiccup scratched him again, 
finishing the last strap of the saddle and turning to his own 
suit . 

"Great, styled his dragon, now himself." Ragnar muttered as he let 
himself fall backwards, leaning against the spines that covered Bolts 
back. "Every time." 

"Not true." Hiccup objected as he stuffed a part of his flight suit 
into the leather covers of his pants. "Just once every few days." 

He stepped back to take a second to reflect on his work, he was 
content with it. He walked up to Toothless, swinging himself into the 
saddle of the black dragon. He turned the rim around his prosthetic, 
causing the metal foot to switch to the hook that fitted perfectly 
with Toothless' stirrup. "Alright," He said as he sat down, hooking 
himself to the saddle. "I'm ready." 

"About time." Ragnar said as he sat down normally in his saddle, 
getting ready to take off. "Lead the way." 

Hiccup had the image of the map printed in his head, and knew exactly 
how to fly. He moved the stirrup. Toothless understanding him and 
flapping his wings powerfully, pushing his body into the sky. Hiccup 
lay down on the saddle, making sure that Toothless would have the 
least resistance from his body catching the wind. They slowly climbed 



into the sky, the other three following them. 

They were going with a smaller party this time, Fishlegs had stated 
that he had seen enough action for a while, and the twins had to stay 
on the island to repair a wall that they had destroyed in a barn. It 
was amazing how quickly they were with the destruction of almost 
anything, they basically can't keep something in one piece for longer 
than half a day, and since they had been on Berk for more than a full 
day, it was bound to go wrong sooner or later. 

That just left Snotlout, but he didn't want to go on a trip with the 
group, he didn't mind going with two girls, he wouldn't mind that at 
all. But he did mind going with two girls and their boyfriend, mainly 
just two couples. He would be like a fifth wheel on a cart, and that 
was just way too much. 

So this just left our two assassins and the two female warriors from 
Berk to explore the last location their current set of lenses had 
given them. It wouldn't be too far of a flight, less than half a day. 
So they still left early. 

The wind was in their favour, and they were able to travel faster 
than they had anticipated. In the distance they could see a large icy 
island, which looked strangely promising. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I told you we'd make it through winter." A muscled man said as 
he lifted a crate to put it somewhere else. "It was just a matter of 
picking the last few useful parts and reusing them."<p> 

"Sure, but I do think that we're not quite in the clear yet." One of 
his fellow trappers said as he carried a few furs and followed him. 
"We still have to answer to, you know who." 

Eret stopped in his tracks. "We'll think of something." He muttered 
softly. "I'm not looking forward to another warning." 

"I don't think we'll get another warning." His fellow trapper said as 
he threw the furs over the railing, a trapper underneath him catching 
them with ease. 

They were on the remains of their old fortress, which had been a huge 
wood and stone construction that towered the skies, filled with 
cages, weapons, nettings and everything they could ever ask for when 
trapping dragons. It was something they had loved when they started 
their work, it made an extremely dangerous and difficult job a lot 
less difficult and a bit less dangerous. After all, they still had to 
handle the wild beasts when they were shot down. 

But it hadn't lasted long, just a few months after their brand new 
fortress had ran its best month, capturing a total of fourteen 
dragons in just one month. It had been targeted by him or her, they 
didn't know. All they knew that somebody was flying around with a 
large flock of dragons, some of which they had captured. And had 
destroyed their entire fortress, of course, it wasn't a fair fight. 
They had only a handful of trappers and a fortress. They had an 
entire flock of angry dragons, some angry vigilantly, and most 
importantly, a humongous dragon that could the entire fortress to 
shreds . 



It had done just that. Their mighty fortress was reduced to a 
mountain of splinters mixed with ice. It was a sad sight. They had 
made use of it though, living mainly inside the single boat that 
remained undamaged and using a few remaining platforms with weaponry 
to defend themselves and try to catch dragons. 

They hadn't been that lucky though, the dragons seemed to stay away 
from their position. Like they knew it was dangerous. Sure, they 
still had the occasional Terrible Terror trying to steal from their 
already scarce supply of food. It became more and more difficult for 
them to survive, and they would probably soon have to set sail, tail 
between their legs, and return to their master to ask for help. 

None of them felt like this was a preferable idea, they had already 
once headed there without an excuse, and even if they had one, he 
wouldn't care. They had received their final warning, and they 
weren't sure if it was better to hide and starve or freeze to death 
on a cold rock or to try and head back and face his wrath. 

It was better not to think about it. They all decided that it was 
best to just wait and see what would happen. Hopefully they'd be able 
to get a large catch of dragons to take back, but the chance of that 
happening was becoming slimmer and slimmer with the passing 
days . 

However, their luck may have returned, since they saw four small 
specks, out in the distance. 

Eret dropped the crate, hurrying towards one of the still functional 
net-launchers that they had moved to the part of the fortress that 
wasn't destroyed. The other men around him scrambled too, heading 
towards their positions to get ready for the dragons to get 
closer . 

He held a keen eye on them, they came closer with relatively fast 
speed, but slowly grew closer to the getting behind the ice, where 
they couldn't see them. 

"Get ready." He shouted, alerting the men around him, we won't get 
another shot at this. 
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><p>The sounds of some foreign mechanism alerted the two assassins, 
and as they passed around one of the icy walls they quickly saw the 
origin of the sound. Two large weighted nets were being shot at them. 
Toothless quickly folded his wings and dropped a bit, causing the net 
to easily overshoot him. Bolt rolled sidewards, the net missing him 
too . <p> 

They looked at each other with a grin, knowing that they both didn't 
have to warn the other about the trap, their reflexes were quick 
enough. However, the surprised yelps from behind them made them 
realise that they weren't alone on this trip. 

Astrid tried to divert the net by climbing upwards, but she and 
Stormfly started climbing too late. The net hit her dragon on the 
chest, trapping one wing and Astrid' s food, causing the dragon to 
quickly fall towards the ground. 



Heather had tried to duck beneath the net, which had indeed caused it 
to miss Shimmer, but unfortunately caught her fully, knocking her off 
the back of her dragon. Both girls tumbled down, luckily Heather fell 
into some netting that was lying on the dock beneath her, by now 
completely tangled in netting. Astrid was not looking for a soft 
landing, being swung from a panicking Nadder she was flying straight 
towards the cold Nordic waters. But luckily she was grabbed by the 
black paw of a Nightfury. 

Hiccup and Ragnar, along with Astrid dangling from Toothless and a 
confused and startled shimmer, flew back. Hiccup dropping Astrid on 
the back of Shimmer so that she could comfort the distressed 
dragon . 

The trappers were busily working on securing the freshly downed 
dragon, wrapping ropes around the wings and tying the snout shut to 
prevent it from breathing fire. They had split in groups, a group 
taking on the downed dragons, a group staying on watch to keep an eye 
out for other dragons, and another group that was looking for the 
other thing they shot down, which seemed like a smaller dragon, 
perhaps the size of a Smothering Smokebreath. 

Instead they found a yelling, cursing, and tangles Heather, 
struggling in a bunch of nets, trying to free herself. They took no 
chances, knowing that there were people that actually rode dragon, 
and knowing that they weren't on friendly terms with some of those. 

It was relatively easy compared to the dragons they were used to. 
Remove the net, keep her in place, wrap a rope around het and 
done . 

Eret looked across the remains of the fort, a tied Nadder lying on 
the ground in front of him. He saw a group of his men coming towards 
him with a captive, who had apparently landed softly from such a 
fall. He was glad that she did, although she may very well be an 
enemy, he wasn't too keen on trying to scrub off remains of the deck 
of the ship. 

But his thoughts of scrubbing the deck were interrupted when he heard 
a whistle, one that every Viking knew, although few had heard the 
actual sound. "Is that what I think it is?" He asked to his crewmates 
as he looked to the sky. A small black speck flying across the sky 
with incredible speed. 

It disappeared as soon as it appeared, but it soon returned, with two 
more dragons, they headed towards the deck with incredible speed, 
dodging nets and bolas as they charged, but instead of attacking they 
calmly landed on the deck. 

"Stop!" One of the riders shouted as he dismounted the mythical black 
dragon, which had the trappers mesmerised. Hiccup had his helmet at 
his side, but his hood pulled over his head, covering his face in 
shadow. Ragnar quickly joined him, his blades unsheathed in case they 
tried to do something to Heather. Astrid was standing behind them, a 
piece of wood in her hand, her axe was strapped to Stormfly's saddle, 
so she had to improvise. 

"Let me go." Heather yelled as she tried to kick one of the riders, 
causing the three men who were holding her much difficulty. Her hands 
were secured tightly, so she was forced to resort to kicking, yelling 



and if she had the chance, biting. "You yak-brains." 

"Everyone quiet!" Hiccup yelled, earning the attention of rather 
surprised trappers. All but one, Eret calmly climbed onto Stormfly, 
standing in the horn of the dragon. Earning an angry glare from 
Astrid. "Well well well, what do we have here?" He said sarcast ically 
as he looked at the riders and the dragons that stood behind them. A 
Skrill, a Nightfury and a Shockjaw, two tricky dragons and one 
impossible one, they could surely redeem themselves with 
those . 

"Well well well, would you look at that." Eret began, stepping off 
Stormfly and calmly observing the foreign warriors. "Looks like our 
luck turned for the better lads, I bet Drago Bludvist will be pleased 
with those in his army." 

Hiccup winced as he heard the name drop, it confirmed that these men 
here were part of the Templar organization, although there were no 
Templar symbols anywhere. What troubled him the most though, was that 
Astrid and Heather were with them, and they hadn't told them about 
that part . 

"A Skrill and a Nightfury." Eret continued. "You don't see that every 
day." He added as he nudged a fellow trapper next to him. 

"We don't want any trouble." Ragnar said through gritted teeth. "But 
we'll make sure to give it to you if you try anything." 

Eret looked at the two hooded men carefully, they had a mysterious 
and dangerous air around them. And he felt uneasy around them. "Where 
are my manners?" He said with a grin. "My name is Eret, son of Eret." 
He calmly continued a short walk across the stone dock, carefully 
keeping his eye on the other trappers that were getting into 
positions to capture the group of riders and their dragons. 

"Tell your men to stand down." Hiccup said calmly, he felt that they 
were being surrounded, and the short glances that Eret was shooting 
at something behind them confirmed this suspicion. "We just want our 
friend and our dragon, and we'll be going." 

"Sure." Eret said calmly, carefully looking at the foreigners. He 
felt like he knew them, he hadn't seen them, he'd surely remember 
that, but he felt like he had heard about them, somewhere. "Why don't 
we give you our food, and our ship, and while we're at it, would you 
take our heads?" He said sarcast ically , pulling his sword out from 
behind his back, realising what he recognised the men as, he had 
overheard a conversation back at the camp. "We're dead without those 
dragons. Assassin." 

Hiccup was surprised that some random trapper in the middle of 
nowhere knew who they were, but it was to be expected. They were the 
biggest threat to the plans of the Templars, so they'd probably 
warned all their men about their presence. 

"Those are our dragons." Heather yelled as she struggled against her 
captors. Stomping het foot down on one of the two men's foot. But the 
thick leather boots prevented him from feeling much. 

"Don't worry about it." Eret said calmly. "You can come with us." He 
gestured to the bunch of nets that lay behind him. "I'm sure Drago 



would be pleased to have the assassins presented to him." 

"Or we could not do that." Hiccup said calmly. "Because I'm sure 
Drago would be irritated if he discovered that one of his little 
groups had been completely wiped out." 

"Don't sweat it." Eret said as he signalled his men to take up arms. 
"Your heads will do." 

"Bolt, warn them for us please." Ragnar said to the Skrill, who 
calmly walked up, using his wings as forelegs. Eret looked cautiously 
at the large dragon, wondering what it might do. The large dark 
dragon stood calmly on the stone, small flickers of electricity 
jumping between the spines on its back. It didn't take long for Eret 
to realise the danger. And luckily, most of the men did too. 

They quickly threw their weapons on the ground before the dragon 
could fire its bolt of electricity. Which would fry anyone who was 
still holding the weapon. 

"Could we please have our rider and our dragon back now?" Hiccup 
asked calmly, smiling at the annoyed look of Eret. "Because I see 
pretty of other metal things around here." 

Eret gulped, the sheath of his blades were partially metal, his belt 
buckle, straps on the armour of many men, it was a death sentence to 
try anything. "Eine." He said, motioning the men behind him to push 
Heather towards the assassin. Ragnar caught her, preventing her from 
falling when she couldn't use her arms to catch herself. He quickly 
cut through her binds and allowed her to go back to her Dragon. "But 
don't expect to be holding on to them." He said with irritation as he 
motioned his men to step away from the tied Nadder, who immediately 
started squirming. 

Astrid quickly stepped forward, cutting the binds of her dragon 
loose, calming the distressed dragon before removing the rope around 
the head. She wasn't afraid that she would hurt her, but she might 
lash out against her attackers. 

"Calm girl." Astrid said to her dragon, leading het back to the safe 
place behind the two assassins. "Let's go home." She said, earning a 
joyful squawk. 

She mounted her dragon, feeling like they wouldn't be spending much 
more time at the strange and destroyed camp. Heather did the same, 
petting Shimmer gently, happy to see that her dragon was 
unharmed . 

"Well, it was a pleasure doing business with you." Ragnar said with a 
grin, pulling himself onto the back of Bolt, who purred softly as he 
gave him a scratch on the back. 

"You won't be safe!" Eret yelled with a threatening tone. "Just wait 
until Drago wields Mjolnir." 

"We'll be waiting." Hiccup said as he motioned for the others to take 
off, quickly following them. 



><p>The flight back was silent, calm and quiet. They flew close to 
the sea, making sure they flew as quickly as possible, in the front 
flew Hiccup and Ragnar, their dragons allowing them to stay a good 
distance away from the girls behind them, preventing them from 
hearing what they were discussing . <p> 

"Another piece of the lie is broken." Ragnar said calmly, having to 
raise his voice to make sure it reached above the whistle of the 
wind. He looked back at Astrid and Heather, seeing the two busily in 
conversation themselves. "Think they'll get mad?" 

"It's not them I'm afraid of." Hiccup answered, opening the faceplate 
of his helmet to allow for easier conversation. "It's the rest of 
Berk . " 

"Why, they have no idea about anything." Ragnar calmly replied. "Just 
another lunatic running around the archipelago." 

"I just got a bad feeling about this." He said as he looked back at 
the girls behind him. "But I also feel like we can't keep this 
between the four of us." 

"Why?" Ragnar asked confused. "Not too difficult, is it?" 

"Just feels bad." Hiccup replied. "I fear Berk is forced to get 
involved . " 
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><p>They landed inside Berk's hangar with a calm demeanour, acting 
like nothing had happened. They were quickly greeted by Stoick and 
Gobber. Who calmly walked towards the group with 
interest . <p> 

"Well?" Stoick asked, hoping to be able to bond better with his son 
if he showed more interest in his adventures. "How did it go?" 

"It went, well." Hiccup said calmly. "I went really well." 

"With well he means that I almost got my throat slid." Heather yelled 
as she dismounted shimmer, Ragnar wincing under her harsh tone. "And 
Astrid almost fell to her death." 

Stoick looked at Hiccup quest ioningly . "Son?" He asked cautiously, he 
wanted to know the answer, but still feared that if he was too rough 
on Hiccup that he would flee again. 

"We ran into some trappers." Hiccup explained. "Nothing we haven't 
seen before . " 

"Speak for yourself." Astrid said from Stormfly. "We hadn't seen them 
before . " 

"Trappers?" Stoick asked with a cocked eyebrow. "Like, 
animals . " 

"Dragons." Ragnar explained. "Dragon trappers." 


"Worst kind of people you'll find, cunning and devious." Hiccup 
continued. "They don't care for the wellbeing of the dragon, if a 



wing gets cut or a fin is lost they just leave them for dead." 

"But why would they be capturing the dragons." Stoick asked, the 
question directed to the entire group. 

"We used to do the same." Gobber said. "Useful for training." 

"Yes, but we didn't seek them out." Astrid said. "We didn't hunt 
them . " 

"Apparently they are building an army." Astrid said as she dismounted 
Stormfly. "For some dude with a strange name." 

"An army?" Stoick asked confused, as he looked at Hiccup. "With 
dragons ? " 

"Well, we can't be sure." He began, trying to find a way out of it, 
sure he wanted to inform his dad about the whole ordeal, but this 
wasn't the perfect time. "I mean, it could be a metaphor." 

"Sure." Heather said as she walked up to the group. "I bet Drago 
Bludvist will be pleased with those in his army." She said, trying to 
imitate Fret's voice. 

Hiccup winced as Heather said that, and Stoick 's face grew from 
semi-relaxed to extremely troubled, as he shot a stern look towards 
Hiccup. The assassin gulped softly under the gaze, even though he 
might be able to beat his father in a fight, he was still extremely 
intimidating. "Did you know?" 

"I knew nothing about the dragon army." Hiccup said calmly, rasing 
his hands in defence, trying to avoid lying to his father. 

"And Drago?" He asked sternly. "Did you know about Drago 
Bludvist ? " 

Hiccup diverted from his father's gaze. "Yes." He said. 

Stoick looked out the hangar door, the large hatches that could be 
closed for storms and disasters were lowered to make it accessible 
for dragons and Vikings. He turned to Gobber. "Close it up." He said 
sternly. Gobber hurrying off to get people to work on shutting all 
the hatches off the hanger. 

"What?" Hiccup asked confused, watching as the first of the smaller 
hatches was slowly pulled upwards to seal one of the openings on the 
side of the hangar. "You're grounding everyone?" 

"Yes." Stoick said as he walked towards another villager, telling him 
to sound the horn that signals that all dragons are to get into the 
hangar. "I can't risk people running into Drago." 

"I understand that he's dangerous, but why lock the island down." 
Hiccup argues. "You'll lose all advantages, the patrols, the ease of 
gathering recourses, a large part of the defence." 

"I won't risk it." Stoick said as yet another smaller hatch closed. 

"I won't allow anyone to get hurt." 

"Dad." Hiccup began. "Let's get out there, and find Drago." Hiccup 



said, blocking Stoick's path to make sure he had to listen. "He's 
building his army, he'll be vulnerable." 


"And what?" Stoick asked as he shoved Hiccup to the side, continuing 
his path. "Convince brave Berkians to fight for something, to die for 
something that isn't their fight?" 

"If you keep waiting here it will be your fight." Hiccup said 
sternly. "He'll come here, and he'll bring an army." 

"We'll be ready." Stoick said sternly. "Now get your dragon into a 
pen . " 

Hiccup looked at him with a shocked expression. And it didn't take 
long for him to walk over to Toothless. He put his foot in the 
stirrup, and could hear his father behind him. 

"Hiccup, don't you dare!" He yelled as he saw his sons look. He 
should have seen it coming. He shot a quick glance at some of the men 
who stood near the few doors that remained open, who were waiting for 
the last dragons to enter. 

Hiccup looked at the door, which was now slowly being raised to close 
the final part of the hangar, which would safely keep all the dragons 
inside. He could also try to take the stairs that lead upwards to the 
town, but he would be sure to run into someone if they tried to stop 
him, and he would be in deep trouble with his dad if he was 
caught . 

The villagers near the doors looked at him cautiously, they knew what 
he was planning, and although they respected their heir, Stoick was 
still the chief, and they would surely obey him if he asked something 
of them. 

Hiccup swung himself further into the saddle, Ragnar further behind 
him doing the same. He had a good idea what Hiccup was planning, but 
he didn't know for certain. But he was prepared to follow him if he 
did something stupid, at least then the two of them would be able to 
do it together. 

Hiccup slowly motioned Toothless to walk towards the opening of the 
hangar, the villagers near the exit looking at him warily. They had 
ropes, nets, bolas, and a lot more lying around in the hangar in case 
a dragon panicked or went wild. So he had to try his best to get out 
now that they were expecting him to do something. 

"Hiccup!" He hear his father warn again as he slowly guided his 
dragon trough the large hallway that lead to the main door. Ragnar 
followed him calmly on Bolt's back. The villagers who guarded the 
doors were getting wary, the door was almost closed and they realised 
that if he was going to try something he was going to do it soon. 

A soft thud was heard as the door closed, and the men who stood near 
is were clearly relieved. Stoick looked from a distance as he saw 
Hiccup grab for his sword, cursing to himself for thinking that it 
was done. It took a second of green gas as a small spark for a large 
cloud to be created inside the hangar, surrounding Hiccup completely. 
Ragnar jumped into it with Bolt, and when most of the surprise had 
worn off it was silent. 



Stoick listened carefully what was happening, he could hear the soft 
sound of Hiccups sword extending, and he feared the worst. Hiccup 
wouldn't attack someone just to get out there would he? Stoick 
questioned. He was certain of it, but doubt began to creep up on him. 
Luckily this wasn't the case, since all he hear was a soft swoosh and 
then the sound of something creaking as it fell down, a light 
illuminating the smoke. 

He understood, the smoke was a distraction, meanwhile they had cut 
the ropes that held the smaller doors to the side closed, causing it 
to fall down. He quickly ran towards it, pushing the other villagers 
aside who were still waiting around the smoke. As Stoick ran through 
the smoke he was shocked to discover that he almost tumbled off the 
edge of the Hangar, a small door being opened. And two smell specks 
growing smaller and smaller on the horizon. 
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><p><spanXstrong>AN : <strong> 

**I'm sorry it's small and late. : ( (I know, same excuse as always is 
coming up) ** 

**Really, I've had too much trouble with this chapter than I'd like 
to admit, especially since I felt like I was done with the bad 
chapter spree. At least I once again update in the actual weekend, so 
this will also force me to have a clear moment when I reach the 2 
week mark and have to write a new chapter. My mind has just been 
occupied with a lot of things.** 

**Besides that I'd like to take a moment to pull everyone's attention 
away from reading fanfiction and over to a country that I like a lot 
and have friends living in, France. 

>I'm not going to go into too much details but I just want to say 
that I hope that French readers are all right and that I support you. 
France is going through a difficult time right now and I just hope 
that everyone will be alright there. I don't know what to really say 
about it, I just hope that everything will go well 
soon . <strong> 

**Anyway, onto some more fun or interesting news. I've started 
looking more into the next story, which is going to be a run-away AU 
with Hiccup starting his own tribe with a group of Nomads. If anyone 
would like to look over the plot or has tips or something, or in 
general would like to discuss writing related or other things, PM 
me . ** 

**Also, going to try the whole Tumblr thing again, this time with an 
actual proper account . I've made a blog called Internet-corner. You 
can easially find it by slapping Internet-corner in front of Tumblr . 
com** 

**For now I just used it for a picture I drew of a tree and a photo 
of a bunker, but more is to follow. The tree is a work in progress 
and I have more photos of bunkers. My supply of content is pretty 
limited . * * 

**But it might be a fun way to interact with the community a bit 
more . * * 



**Take Care** 
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21. Chapter 21, Trappers 

It was on these days that Stoick knew the origin of the wrinkles in 
his skin. The irritation, the disbelief, it all added up to a feeling 
of astonishment as he watched the two specks disappear in the 
distance. He sighed deeply. Cobber slowly walking over to him. 

"What do you want to do Chief?" The blacksmith asked with a soft 
tone, he had a good guess of the answer, but he wanted to hear it 
from the chief himself before he did anything. 

"Mount the dragons." Stoick said sternly. "Get the riders ready to 
fly out . " 

Astrid and Heather, who were already near their dragons, quickly 
guided them towards the open hatch. "Wait!" Stoick yelled. "They'll 
soon be out of our view, we can't track them by sight" He said as he 
walked towards the stairs. "I'll get something for Skullcrusher . 
Gobber, get him and Grump ready." 

He ran up the stairs quickly, taking two steps at a time to make sure 
he was at the top as soon as he could. Luckily his house wasn't too 
far away from the entrance to the stairs. He only had to walk a short 
distance to get to his house, where he could surely find some item 
that would have Hiccup's scent on it. He swung the door open, inside 
the living room he didn't see much, so he would probably be better 
off heading upstairs to his own room. 

The stairs squeaked lightly under his weight, and upstairs he quickly 
found plenty items that belonged to Hiccup. There were a few 
drawings, but they would probably smell more of charcoal . He kept 
searching. He couldn't walk through the village carrying the entire 
blanket, that would just be silly, they also couldn't take it with 
them that easily. So he had to settle for something smaller. 

A knife? He would have held it in his hand, but without a sheath it 
may be dangerous to take it with him. Perhaps a book? It was 
possible, but Stoick didn't want to snoop around in Hiccup 
collections of sketchbooks and journals, since they were rather 
private . 

He kneeled down, looking underneath the wooden bed. There lay a 
leather satchel, one that could be connected to Toothless' saddle. 
That would work, something like that would rub against the dragon's 
skin all day long, and would definitely hold some kind of scent on 
it . 

He pulled it from underneath the bed, noticing it was quite heavy. He 
calmly opened it on the desk, he only needed the satchel after all. 

It was filled with all sorts of things, a few whetstones, an extra 
blade for those strange retractable knife things he had strapped to 
his arms, a piece of stale bread that felt so hard that you could 
launch it from a catapult it you could crumble city walls with 
it . 



Why did Hiccup keep so much mess in his bags, he should have thrown 
the bread away days, if not weeks, ago. It didn't surprise Stoick 
though. Hiccup was exceptionally clean when it came to his drawings, 
straight and clear lines, and details drawn with expert precision. He 
was also like this in the forge, his tools would always be near 
perfection, and they were easy and balanced as always. 

But that was only his work, the tools and things he used for his work 
would be a mess, as well as the location where he worked. The forge 
was filled with scattered tools and small pieces of metal. His desk 
would be littered with crumpled drawings of all sorts of things. 

It was probably a bad habit he had taken over from Gobber. The smith 
would usually leave his stuff lying around, hoping that Hiccup would 
clean it up. But he soon learned that Hiccup was even better at 
making a mess than him. 

Not really something that came as a surprise. 

He dug deeper in the bag, carefully putting everything he had found 
on his bed. The last item he got from the bag was a crunched up piece 
of paper. Probably a drawing of some sort. 

Stoick knew Hiccup liked to draw, he had done it for as long as he 
could remember, and through the years his skills had grown 
significantly. Stoick liked this progress of skill, it showed him how 
his son slowly became better at everything. However, it wasn't so 
graduate for him. Seven years ago his son could do almost nothing, 
and now he could draw like an artist, forge weapons like master 
blacksmith, and he was a feared fighter. 

Stoick examined the piece of paper in his hand, perhaps it was a 
drawing form when his son was in the southern parts of the world. 
Perhaps this drawing could give him insight on how his son had been 
while he was there, and how the world looked there. 

He carefully unfolded the piece of paper, not wanting to tear it or 
damage it. The paper seemed similar to that that they used. Which 
surprised Stoick, he had heard that the southern parts of the world 
used more refined paper, more clean and white. Perhaps it was just 
dirty after being in a bag for so long. 

He let his eyes scan the unfolder paper, discovering that it wasn't a 
drawing, but a letter. Stoick turned his face away, he shouldn't read 
this, this was private terrain he was threading on. He couldn't just 
read his sons letters, that was just impolite. 

However, Hiccup had lied to them a few times now, and especially with 
the danger of Drago Bludvist on the loom, he didn't truly think that 
it would be such a terrible thing to quickly read the letter. 

"_Dear Companion, 

Stoick let his eyes roll across the words, which were luckily written 
in Nordic runes. He was surprised to find something like this in 
Hiccup's possession, it felt old enough to be from Roma, but it felt 
like it was straight from the archipelago. 

"_I hereby inform you that we have found substantial evidence that 
the object is indeed in the archipelago, we only need proof that it 



is located where we think it is._" 

Stoick furrowed his brow, he didn't feel like this was a letter that 
was meant for Hiccup. Perhaps it was something they had intercepted. 
He let his eyes glance over the paper, noticing a faint cross on the 
bottom right corner, the emblem of Templars. Stoick knew these people 
well know, since they had tried to attack his village twice now. And 
he didn't share any sympathy with them anymore. 

But since they had attack Berk, information in this letter could be 
of vital importance to the village. Stoick told himself that to make 
him feel better about reading Hiccup's letter, well. Hiccup's stolen 
letter . 

"_The hammer, 'MjA^lnir', as our people call it, indeed holds the 
power we are searching for. The experts that you have send over have 
confirmed it as one of the artefacts. Sadly enough they haven't 
survived their encounter with the local wildlife. 

Stoick started to doubt the letter as he read. MjA^lnir? The hammer 
of Thor himself? That wasn't possible. Who were these experts? Stoick 
slowly began to put the pieces together. Perhaps the paper felt Norse 
because it was, this letter was send from the archipelago. And 
probably arrived at Roma, where Hiccup and Ragnar must have 
intercepted it . 

"_The legendary hammer will be within our grasp in a matter of 
months, which is when the full extent of our deal will come into 
play 

A matter of months? With the age of this letter that would have been 
half a year ago. Perhaps this was what Hiccup and Ragnar had been up 
to all the time, preventing the evil Templars from gaining access to 
a powerful and ancient weapon, Thor's hammer itself. But whoever had 
send this had made some sort of deal with the Templars, some sort of 
pact, a mutual understanding written on paper. 

"_The archipelago will be off limits for the Roman armies and I shall 
gain free reign over it and its people as I wish. In return, we shall 
keep the artefact safe._" 

Now this didn't sound like something Stoick or the people of Berk 
would be a fan off. Sure, the archipelago being off limits for Roman 
armies was a welcome change, then they could go from fighting the 
Romans to fighting each other again. But granting someone free reign 
over it and its people sounded a bit more, sinister. 

He calmly read the last collection of runes on the 
letter . 

"_Greetings, D.B._" 

D.B., Drago Bludvist. An associate of a worldwide group that aimed 
for world domination, a group who wished to destroy everything and 
anyone who stands in its way. A group who granted a madman free reign 
after basically handing him the keys to a powerful weapon. Stoick 
felt angry, betrayed, but most of all, he felt something he hadn't 
felt in a long time, fear. 


Drago was a madman, and now he was aiming to destroy the archipelago 



with an army of dragons and a large group of thugs. Along with the 
power of Thor's hammer itself. It was a scary thought. 


He steadies himself reading the entire letter again, he hadn't missed 
anything, he hadn't misread anything. It was all true as it stood 
there . 

No wonder Hiccup had hid this from him, he had a half guess how he 
would react, but it would reach far beyond his expectation. He would 
have any trip outside of Berks line of sight banned. Anyone who would 
try to leave would be shot or hunted down, thrown in the cells as 
punishment for jeopardising the safety of the island. If Hiccup had 
told him, he would have taken his and Toothless' prosthetic 
personally, just to make sure he couldn't go anywhere. 

And then Drago would have nothing to stop him. 

But now, his son was heading towards the base of a dangerous lunatic, 
probably without a good plan and with only one person as backup. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"This is awful." Eret sighed as he tied a coil of rope tight, 
throwing it further down the deck. "We're dead men."<p> 

"You don't know that." One of his fellow trappers commented, trying 
to lighten the mood of their boss. 

"Sure I don't." Eret sighed. "We've got no dragons, no home, and no 
heads to call our own." 

"Well, what should we do?" Another trapper asked as he stepped down 
from the poop deck. "We could also just, not go." 

Eret was silent for a second, fleeing from Drago, sailing off and 
hiding in some village until the whole thing was going to blow over, 
it did sound nice, but it wasn't something they could do. 

"And then what?" He asked. "Delay our deaths by a month, a season, a 
year?" He paced around the deck nervously. "When Drago will scour 
every village and town with his army? What if, no when, he finds 
us?" 


"Maybe he'll forgive us." A crewmember suggested. "After all, it has 
been a long time, and we have always been loyal." 

"Sure thing, I can imagine it happening." Eret said with a sarcastic 
tone. He turned his voice to a raspy and low tone, trying to 
impersonate Drago. "Oh, I'll forgive you all for running away and not 
listening to me, I've always been understanding, remember that time 
you didn't bring back enough dragons?" 

"Okay, so maybe he won't forgive us." Another fellow trapper 
suggested. "But what if he doesn't find us?" 

"This just keeps getting more and more stupid." A crewmember shouted. 
""He has an army, no one can stop him." 

"The assassins can!" A trapper said as he folded some netting. 
"They've been able to undermine his actions pretty well so 



f ar . " 


"Sure, two assassins will prevent an entire army from taking over the 
world." Eret cut in, tired of the conversation. "Stop dreaming and 
get back to work, we still have a ship to fill." 

Just as Eret finished a crewmember shouted loudly. "Dragons, 
port-side!" He looked up to his left, and saw a pair of dots flying 
high above them, descending. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Do you even have a plan?" Ragnar shouted over the whistling 
wind, they were going faster and father because of their dive, and it 
was getting difficult to communicate . <p> 

"Well, " Hiccup began and he steered Toothless aside to doge an 
incoming net. "Just follow my lead." 

"Great!" Ragnar exclaimed sarcast ically . "No plan at all." 

They landed on the deck with a loud thud, the ship rocking softly as 
the dragons landed on it. The two dismounted swiftly, Ragnar pulling 
his axe to get ready for an attack. However, Hiccup didn't pull a 
weapon . 

"Back again, are we?" Eret asked confused as he looked at the two 
assassins. "Why are you here?" 

"You're going to take us to Drago." Hiccup stated simply, rubbing his 
hands together calmly. "West, right?" 

Eret has his mouth open, shocked by the sudden statement. "And why 
would we do that?" He asked confused. 

"I can think of one reason." Hiccup said as Toothless growled behind 
him. "Wooden boat, big ocean. How good is your swimming?" 

"Not very good." One of the trappers muttered softly. 

"What are you planning?" Eret asked cautiously as he looked at the 
assassin . 

"Tell me when you find out." Ragnar calmly said, earning an annoyed 
look from Hiccup. 

"Don't you have dragons to break or something?" Eret asked as he 
looked at Toothless who had taken a calm sitting position since his 
rider wasn't appearing to be in any kind of trouble. 

"Break?" Hiccup asked confused. "You don't break dragons, you 
befriend them." 

"Befriend?" Eret asked confused, imagining trying to befriend a wild 
beast, like a bear, or a dragon. 

"Yes, befriend." Hiccup said, giving Toothless a quick rub on the 
chin. "Give them a bit of time, and a lot of love, and you'll have 
yourself the most loyal friend you could ever ask for." 



"Right, because spiny fire-breathing giant lizards are cuddly and 
nice." Eret said sarcast ically . "I've got scars that convince me 
otherwise . " 

"I can convince you," Hiccup began, switching the lever on Toothless' 
saddle to lock the fin in a fixed position. "Right here, right 
now . " 

Eret looked at the dragon, thinking about the words of the assassin. 
It couldn't really harm, what if it was possible. If they could 
befriend dragons it would be a lot easier to capture them, but then, 
if they could befriend and ride their own dragons, they wouldn't need 
to head to Drago. They could flee, they could go as far as their 
dragon's wings could carry them. 

Perhaps in another life. 

"Well, since Drago won't care if I deliver you dead or alive," Eret 
began. "I'll take as long as it takes to remove that loud oversized 
head of yours." 

"Eine." Hiccup said, unsheathing his blades and motioning Ragnar to 
wait this one out. "Is my head really oversized?" 

"The hair counts for most of it, " Ragnar defended him. "But he did 
nail the part about you being loud." 

"Hilarious." Hiccup responded as he noticed Eret was climbing on the 
edge of the ship. "So you trap dragons and ship them North? To 
Drago? " 

"Indeed." Eret answered, swinging around a rope and jumping towards 
Hiccup. "Except when they are stolen." 

"Stolen?" Hiccup asked confused as he cut a rope that was keeping a 
stack of barrels still. "By who?" 

The barrels rolled down, Eret landing and trying to keep his balance 
on one of them. 

"Don't worry about it." Eret said as he balanced himself on the 
barrel, taking a swing at Hiccup. "Drago had found the ice-spitter ' s 
cave. Soon, all those dragons will be in his dragon army." 

"Right, the dragon army." Hiccup said as he ducked underneath Eret ' s 
sword. "How exactly did he pull that off? Dragons aren't exactly the 
easiest to train." 

Eret jumped off the barrel and kicked it towards Hiccup, who easily 
jumped over it. But he still het himself get cornered. 

Eret grabbed him by the collar, pushing him against the edge of the 
ship. "Even dragons know better than to cross Drago Bludvist." He 
said as he had the perfect change at attacking Hiccup. "Is this part 
of changing my mind?" 

"That part is coming." Hiccup said as he grabbed a piece of rope that 
kept the curved sails down. Cutting it with one of his blades, 
launching himself upward. He landed gracefully on the other sail, 
acting like he lost his balance and dropping down on it. 



Eret climbed the mast with speed, he was an experienced sailor after 
all. "Come now," he said as he used to ropes to quickly reach the top 
of the mast. "Drago will soon take over the world, you're either with 
him, or against him. And the way I see it, against is a losing 
proposition . " 

He corner Hiccup again, this time catching him between the end of the 
beam and himself. Eret quickly moved closer, the tip of his sword now 
awfully close to Hiccup's neck. 

"Any last words to change my mind?" He asked as he towed over 
him . 

"No, just this." Hiccup said as he turned around, using one of his 
blades to also cut the rope that was holding down this beam. It 
released with an incredible amount of force, launching the two away 
from the ship. 

Ragnar, Bolt and Toothless looked with horror. Toothless quickly 
jumping in the air to go after his rider. Some of Eret ' s men were 
crying out his name. 

"You idiot!" He shouted at Hiccup, who was casually being flung 
through the air besides him. 

He looked in front of him, noticing they were heading straight for 
the icy spikes that covered their fortress. He swung his arms and 
legs to try to change his course, but it didn't help. 

Suddenly he felt claws wrap around his arms, and some sort of 
mechanical shifting sound. He was being carried by a dragon, pulled 
away from the spikes and returned to the ship with a large 
loop . 

Toothless landed gracefully, but not before releasing Eret with a bit 
more force than neccisairy. The trapper rolled across the deck a few 
times before coming to a halt. Quickly climbing back on his feet, and 
surprised to discover he was unharmed. 

"So?" Hiccup asked as he scratched his dragon, thanking him for the 
rescue . 

"So what?!" Eret exclaimed. "You didn't do anything, your dragon did 
it all." 

"Exactly." Hiccup said as calm and friendly as he could. "Once you've 
earned a dragons loyalty, there is nothing they won't do for 
you . " 

"Oh, they've done enough for us." Eret began, turning to his crew. 

"Am I right lads?" He asked, hoping to gain supporters, but they were 
all looking at a scene behind him. 

He turned around, seeing Hiccup rubbing and cooing Toothless as the 
dragons rolled over the deck, tongue out of its mouth. Enjoying the 
attention that it got. 


He looked at it, and he felt something, perhaps he was right. 



Hiccup looked up, straightening himself and looking at Eret . 


A sudden forced yanked him sideways, and he could quickly see the 
ship disappearing beneath his feet as the sea replaced it, rapidly 
getting further and further from him. He looked up, noticing the 
large claw of a Monstrous Nightmare that had grabbed 
him. 

"Snotlout!" Hiccup yelled annoyed. "What are you doing?" 

"We're rescuing you!" Snotlout replied from atop his dragon. He felt 
the pressure of the claws release, and suddenly was dropping down 
towards the sea. He wanted to stick his arms down the loops of his 
wings, but he felt a new claw close around his leg. He looked up, 
hanging upside-down from the claws of a blue Nadder, with an 
irritated rider. 

Ragnar watched with a cocked eyebrow as he saw everything happening. 
Toothless had jumped up and ran to the side of the ship to watch 
carefully as his rider was tossed around in the air. Ragnar turned 
around, just in time to duck away from the claws of a Zippleback. 

He turned around, seeing two annoyed twins fly off on their 
Zippleback. "You missed!" He yelled loudly. But he swallowed other 
words ad he saw their annoyed faces turn into smirks. He quickly 
turned around, just on time to be grabbed by the claws of a calm and 
obedient Shockjaw, a gentle shock going through him. He hissed softly 
at the shock, seeing a hand of the riders go down to pat the 
dragon . 

"Good girl." Heather said softly, scratching the dragons before 
returning to her flight. 

Meanwhile the trappers were busy with other things. Their instincts 
had kicked in, and everyone was rushing busily to defend themselves. 
Eret stood on the deck, running over to one of the launchers. But 
before he could reach it he was flattened against the deck by the 
weight of a Hotburple. 

"Atta boy Grump." Gobber said with a smile. Patting the dragon which 
was effectively pinning down the leader of the trappers. 

Hiccup meanwhile managed to wriggle himself loose from Stormfly's 
grasp. And quickly used his wingsuit to glide towards the boats, 
using the sail to slowly glide down to the deck. 

Ragnar landed less gracefully, dropped by Shimmer from a height which 
was just too low to properly prepare a landing, and just high enough 
to hurt. 

"Alright, what is going on here?" Hiccup asked as he looked at the 
riders who were circling around the boat. Grump lying calmly on Eret, 
and for some reason Ruffnut lying next to him, pinching his 
arm . 

"Again," Gobber began. "We're are here to rescue you." 

"We don't need any rescuing." Hiccup said annoyed, he felt like a 
child that needed protection, which he clearly wasn't. 



"You might." Ragnar said as he noticed an angry Astrid walking over 
towards Hiccup. He looked at her and wanted to help his friend, but 
she gave him her signature 'intervene and I'll kill you first' look, 
so he decided Hiccup was on his own. He turned away as he saw her 
pull her arm back, and he could hear how hard and precise her hit 
was . 

"Ouch, Astrid, I," Hiccup began, but was cut short by yet another 
blow, this time to his other shoulder. They weren't the quick, soft, 
annoyed blows an angry teenager would give you, they were full, harsh 
and well-aimed blows which would surely leave marks. He tried to 
protect himself by grabbing her wrist, but it would only leave him 
open for a punch from her other hand. 

Her punches were thrown off when Stoick landed on the ship, rocking 
it back and forth. He slid of the saddle and walked towards the two 
assassins . 

"What is the meaning of this?" He asked loudly, not really expecting 
an answer. "You may not listen to me as a father, but when I say that 
the island is locked down I don't care who you are. As long as you're 
on the island you listen to me as chief." 

"Dad, I know, and I respect you authority, but we really need to get 
after Drago." Hiccup pleaded, slowly growing more and more annoyed. 
"We have a plan." 

"What plan?" Stoick asked. "What is that so called plan? Please share 
it with us, because to me this looks like the impulsive actions of 
two boys who don't know what they're up to." 

Ragnar looked at Hiccup, they really didn't have a plan. He wanted to 
say something, but Hiccup beat him to it. 

"We find Drago, and we stop him." Hiccup said sternly. 

"That's not a plan!" Stoick shouted. "That is a goal Hiccup, you need 
to plan these things." 

"I agree with your dad on this one," Gobber began from atop Grump. 
"This sounds more like a death wish to me." 

"Drago Bludvist is a madman." Stoick yelled, sighing softly as he 
finished . 

"Years ago there was a great gathering of chieftains to discuss the 
dragon scourge that we all faced." He began. Hiccup automatically 
rolling his eyes, but still listening closely. "In our midst came a 
stranger from a strange land." Stoick explained. "Covered in scars 
and draped in a cloak of dragon skin. He carried no weapons, and 
spoke softly." He continued. "Claiming that he, Drago Bludvist, was a 
man of the people. Devoted to freeing mankind of the tyranny of 
dragons." Stoick told. "He claimed that he alone could control the 
dragons and he alone could keep us save, if we would bow down and 
follow him . " 

The other teens chucked softly at this idea, proposing Vikings to bow 
down before something, you had to be an idiot to think that would 
work . 



"Aye, we laughed too" Stoick said, continuing his story "Untill he 
wrapped himself in his cloak and cried out, then see how well you all 
do without me." Stoick explained, his voice growing grave. "The 
rooftop then suddenly burst into flames, and from it, armoured 
dragons descended, burning the hall to the ground." Stoick finished. 
"I, was the only one to escape." 

Stoick broke himself from the memory, turning back to Hiccup. "Drago 
Bludvist is dangerous, more so then you've ever faced." 

"Look, we can handle this." Hiccup said, looking over at Ragnar. 
"Right ? " 

"Not to choose sides." Ragnar began softly. "But a plan would be a 
nice change." 

"Ah no, not you too." Hiccup sighed. "We can do this without fancy 
planning and stuff, we've always done." 

"Hiccup, let's just do this calmly." Ragnar tried to negotiate. "We 
don't exactly know what we're up against." 

"A madman with a bunch of dragons." Hiccup stated plainly, walking 
over to Toothless. "I'm pretty sure I've had worse." 

"Hiccup think." Ragnar pleased, growing annoyed at the stubbornness 
of his partner. "Let's let them help, let them think with us." 

"I'm not pulling others into this." Hiccup said as he mounted 
Toothless. "This is what we do." 

"Hiccup, this can't be how you were trained." Stoick pleaded, trying 
to play in on Hiccup's guilt. "Is this what Marcus would have 
wanted? " 

"Don't you say that name like you know him!" Hiccup suddenly yelled. 
"Don't you say that name like it holds any kind of honour." 

Stoick was surprised, shocked even. "But he trained you, he was like 
a father right?" 

"Hiccup, calm down!" Ragnar interrupted Stoick. "We'll do this 
together, just later." 

"We do this now." Hiccup said. "I'll do this now." 

"In your haste to save the world, always take care you don't destroy 
it." Ragnar quoted softly, only for Hiccup to turn his head away and 
guide Toothless to take off. 

"Damn the gods." He muttered, watching Hiccup fly away. He turned on 
his heels and headed to Bolt, but walk was stopped when he felt a 
cold hand grip the back of his collar. 

"You're staying." Heather said sternly. "You've got some explaining 
to do . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He looked out towards the horizon, flying just above the clouds. 



He could see so far, yet so little. How was he supposed to find 
anything with these thick clouds? The wind was cold and the sun was 
bright. It was perfect weather to fly.<p> 

Why did he had to bring up Marcus? Why? He had enough supressed 
memories as it was, and he didn't need those added to the fire. How 
did he know about him anyway? And while they were at it, why doesn't 
Ragnar quote their old Master, sure, that would really calm him 
down . 

He felt like he could drop himself into the sea and he'd boil it. He 
was furious, furious at Ragnar, furious at his father, furious at 
himself. They were probably right, how was he even going to find 
Drago with these clouds. Secret bases don't just appear out of 
nowhere . 

He threw himself back on Toothless' saddle, lying flat and just 
relaxing. He would return to Berk in a while maybe, amend things with 
everyone and it would all be fine and dandy. But while he was out 
here, he might as well just fly and rest a bit. 

Toothless let out a worried moan, his rider was troubled, he could 
sense it . 

"Don't worry bud," Hiccup began. "I won't do anything tremendously 
stupid . " 

Toothless warbled softly, gently flying in a straight line. Hiccup 
lay calmly on his back, looking up at the blue sky. 

But then Toothless suddenly turned his head to his side, growling a 
soft warning at an approaching person. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>She had observed the two for long enough now, flying just a bit 
lower in the clouds. It must have been her lucky day, only one of the 
mysterious foreign warriors. Far away from Berk, and apparently deep 
in thought . <p> 

He didn't notice her until she was already halfway above the clouds, 
standing firmly on the back of her dragon. 

"Ugh, dad, I told you I," Hiccup said as he looked up, only to be 
shocked when he saw that it wasn't his Dad flying beside him, but the 
mysterious rider they had encountered before. 

The moment didn't last long, now that she had revealed herself she 
quickly retreated, lowering down into the clouds below. She could see 
the shadow of the Nightfury, and like a shark hunting for a fish 
above him she flew out, just in front of them. 

It was entirely unneccisairy to do such tricks around them. If they 
fled they would probably win, they were at the same height and were 
both practically immobile. This 'assassin', as trappers had referred 
to him, would be just out of her reach. So she had to play it 
tact ically . 


He appeared to be curious, observing her as she flew a wide circle 
around him, his dragon however, was growing impatient. She flew 



another circle around him, she had to keep him busy. After all, the 
flock which she wanted to use to abduct him was still few seconds 
out, and a second was all a Nightfury needed to get away. She 
couldn't attack directly, since even with the wind that howled, they 
would hear the sound of beating wings approach them. 

She could see the flock emerge behind him, without him even knowing. 
She calmly pointed her staff at the unsuspecting assassin, sending a 
few dragons to dive down towards him. 

It was the second time that day that Hiccup had the surprise of 
suddenly being yanked away from whatever he was doing by dragon 
claws . 

Only this time he wasn't standing safely on the ground, and so was 
Toothless. They were both a couple of thousand meters up in the air, 
and now he had nothing to support him. 

Worse, Toothless had nothing to keep him flying. It didn't take long 
for the dragon to loose balance, the tailfin giving in and folding 
shut, causing the dragon to lose altitude rapidly. 

He watched as the clouds swallowed him, only for the black blur to 
appear on the other side, flapping its wings and trying to fly, but 
to no avail. He hit the ice with immense force, shattering it and 
landing in the cold water. He felt relieve when he saw the black dot 
come up again, clawing away at the ice to try and follow Hiccup. 
Occasionally launching itself out of the water to take off, only to 
fall down again. He struggled busily, accidently causing Hiccup's 
helmet, which was strapped to the saddle, to loosen and float away in 
the water. 

"Wait, my dragon!" Hiccup yelled loudly at the mysterious rider, 
trying to wriggle himself loose from the tight grip of the large 
dragon that was holding him. "He can't fly on his own." 

The rider didn't care or didn't listen, for he slowly guided the 
flock of dragons away from the hole in the ice. Toothless watching 
powerless as he saw his rider disappear from sight. They only flew a 
short bit, and only now did Hiccup realise how close he had been to 
the location where they had previously encountered this strange 
rider. And only now did he realise how close he was to his base when 
he saw a large icy mountain in the middle of the sea. 

He tried to break free again, but to no avail, and even if he did, 
they would surely catch him again. The only thing he could do was 
sit, or hang, and wait. They dove down, and it reminded Hiccup of the 
flight he had with Astrid, when Toothless took them to the nest. It 
was a relatively happy thought as he thought about what could happen 
to him. But he felt safe for some reason, he just worried for 
Toothless . 

The dragons flew into a cave in the wall of the icy mountain, slowly 
being lead through darker and darker passages and caves, until he was 
finally released from the grasp of the dragon. He landed with a 
graceful roll, and quickly stood ready to defend himself. 

He looked around, noticing that he was still in a cave. It had a 
stone floor and walls, but the ceiling was made of ice. Light blue 
and clear, sadly enough so thick no one was able to see through it. 



and sunlight was unable to reach through it. 


The second thing he noticed was that there were dragons, a lot of 
dragons. Everywhere he looked he could see a few. Some he didn't 
recognise, others were easy to identify. But one thing was sure, this 
was a nest. 

He calmly unclasped his sword, unsheathing and igniting it to calm 
the dragons. They always relaxed when you presented them with fire. 
The soft flickering of flames, it did wonders to a dragon's mood. It 
was almost like mead for Vikings. He could see the reflection in the 
large eyes of the beasts, who didn't focus on him, but on the 
f ire . 

He decided that it was time to really earn their trust, and to show 
them that he was as close as one of them as he was going to get. He 
grabbed a new cartridge from his leg, ejecting the previous, empty, 
one from his sword and inserting the new one. He let out a large 
cloud of green smoke, igniting it into a short burst of blue and 
orange fire, before it quickly turned into thick smoke. 

The wind in the cave was too strong for the smoke to linger though, 
and like morning mist disappearing from sight it slowly moved past 
the dragons and out towards another end of the cave. 

After the last sparks had doused and Hiccup's eyes had gotten used to 
the darkness again, he noticed that the dragons were looking at him 
were kinder now, their eyes larger and calmer, more relaxed. He 
slowly approached one, his hand extended in front of his, and inched 
it closer to the snout of the dragon. 

But something moved in his peripheral, this strange person who had 
brought him here. Who had kidnapped him and dragged him to this cave. 
He turned, ready for a fight, only to see that the rider was just 
observing him. 

"Who are you?" Hiccup asked. "Why am I here? And where is my 
dragon? " 

The strange person didn't speak, just looked at him curiously, she 
shook her staff. Rattling the small bone balls that were inside the 
large hollow piece of bone. A large dragon flew over in the small 
cave, gently dropping a soaked Toothless next to Hiccup. 

He quickly rushed to his dragon, giving him a strong hug and talking 
softly to the Nightfury, making sure he was alright. She looked at 
the couple, and was surprised as she saw the dragon lick the boy, 
there was affection between the two. A brotherhood of some sort. 
Different blood and body, but their souls felt connected. 

She felt sorry to interrupt the reunion, and ordered her dragons to 
light the cave a bit. She calmly approached the two. The dragon was 
the first to react, snarling at her and wrapping its tail 
protectively around the assassin's legs. The assassin himself did 
almost similar, putting his head on the head of the dragon to calm it 
a bit, but unsheathing some kind of blade form his other hand. 

She knew he wouldn't attack him, he knew too much about dragons, she 
could see that. He knew that if he attacked her he would get jumped 
on, and even his Nightfury wouldn't safe him then. It wasn't a 



threat, it was a warning. 


She crouched low, trying to make herself seem less dangerous, and 
dropped her shield and staff. It may have been a bold and dangerous 
move, but if the boy was as curious as she though he was, it would 
work . 

He did look at her funny, and he stopped backing up, she took this as 
a sign to continue, and slowly, walking on her hands and feet, she 
inched forwards, focussing on the dragon. 

She could see how its nostrils flared, how angry, but also fearful, 
it was. She could see how it occasionally looked at its rider, making 
sure he was a safe distance from her. She didn't know much about 
Nightfuries, so she would have to try, luckily most strike class 
dragons were easily hypnotised, so she would try that first. 

It was a simple trick once you knew it, a quick motion with the hand 
and a dragon would be purring softly on the ground, the assassin had 
appeared shocked, but he could see that no harm had come to his 
dragon, since he didn't intervene. She gently patted the dragon on 
the chin, moving down to his chest. Then, she focussed on the 
assassin . 

He was quite a young man, and without his dragon he felt less secure 
of himself. The blade had retracted, but she was sure to watch out 
for it might it reoccur. She slowly inched forward, reaching out 
towards him with her hand. He was backing up, until his back hit the 
rocky wall of the cave, he was turning away from her, like her touch 
was contagious, and he didn't want to get sick. 

But her breath caught in her throat, and she quickly backed up a bit 
when she revealed a piece of truth for herself. She knew the world 
was small, but she hadn't expected this. Possible scenarios went 
through her head. Leave, flee, scare him off, let him go. But she 
didn't have time to do anything. Just like his scar had betrayed him 
again, her voice betrayed her. As she softly said his 
name . 

"Hiccup? " 
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22. Chapter 22, Mother 
"Hiccup? " 

Hiccup was startles when this raspy voice called out, almost asked, 
his name. It sounded strange and foreign, yet somehow familiar. He 
pushed himself off the wall, looking at the masked person with 
curiosity. He looked at the person in front of him as he calmly 
removed the mask. 

The mask was more an entire helmet, covering the back of the head, as 
well as the neck. Hiccup was surprised to discover that underneath it 
was a woman, she was tall, that was something he had already seen, 
and the armour seemed too big for her. She had brown hair and green 
eyes. She was definitely older than him, but she was probably younger 
than his father. 

"Could it be? After all these years." The woman asked herself, 
standing straight, now around his height. She kept looking at him, 
then her eyes would defocus, like she was gathering some sort of 
memory. She'd look away for a bit, before looking back at him. "How 
is this possible?" 

"Erm, should I," Hiccup began carefully, he really wanted Toothless 
to wake up, he didn't feel comfortable. She had him thinking of 
Gothi, who was an amazingly kind and nice woman, unless you got to 
her bad side. He felt like that right now, like this was some kind of 
calm and lovely lady, who he didn't want to anger. He furrowed his 
brow, she did look familiar. "Should I know you?" 

The women looked shocked, even hurt, she looked away quickly, before 
slowly looking back, an explanation ready. "No, you were only a 
babe." She began, her voice feeling soft and calm, while it was 
actually nervous and a bit rash. She looked away, her head hanging 
low in what could only be seen as shame. She looked at him again, 
eyes pleading some unknown plead, she breathed heavily, and sighed. 
"But a mother never forgets." 

Hiccup's eyes went wide, his mouth trying to make sounds or say 
things, but his mind not registering anything. His head had been open 
and clear just a second ago, like the blue sky on a summer day, he 
had been alert and vigilant for anything that could happen, but now 
it was slowly getting clouded, clouding completely as he was trying 
to comprehend the information. 

Realization came as the sting of a bee while dreaming, and he took a 
sharp breath. Valka was scared he'd alert all the dragons of some 
major problem, so she quickly motioned him to be silent. 

"Shhh, " She said softly, thinking about how she was going to explain 
everything. "Come." 

Hiccup was amazed at how quick she was, she was standing before him 
just a moment ago, but she had quickly and swiftly made her way 
through the entire cave and to the other side. It was astonishing. 



She stood in the opening of a smaller cave, large enough for a human 
and a few dragons, but not all species. 


"Wait!" Hiccup yelled as he ran after here. 

She lured him further through the cave with short words or sentenced. 
"Come." She would say, excited. "This way." She'd explain, which was 
kind of unnecessary since in the cave you only had two ways to go, 
forwards and backwards. 

Toothless followed behind him, carefully trying to fit himself 
through the cave. Some parts went more easily than others, but that 
was to be expected. Hiccup watched in awe as she climbed a steep rock 
easily with her staff, hooking the bone end behind the edge and 
pulling herself up. He ran against it, hooking his hook blade behind 
it before pulling himself over the top. 

"Slow down." He said, although he didn't really have trouble keeping 
up with her. Even if he had, she would wait at every corner of the 
cave, looking back to see if he was still coming. "You can't just say 
something like that and run away." 

The only response that he got was another soft and exited "Come" as 
he followed her further. And he discovered the interesting 
resemblance between his two parents, they both didn't listen to 
him . 

"Do you know how crazy that sounds?" Hiccup asked as he followed her 
further. "What? And, and how did you, how?" He stuttered. Trying to 
get to her and get her to stop. She was incredibly agile and speedy, 
probably something she already was and has improved thanks to the 
living with dragons. 

He saw a soft blue-green glow at the end of the cave, and saw his 
mother disappear into the bright light. He continued, almost slipping 
and slamming into the rocky wall as the stones became wetter and 
slippery . 

He rushed around the corner, his eyes adapting to the sudden bright 
light that hung in this part of the cave. It felt like he was 
outside, but the air was warmer and more moist. His eyes slowly 
adapted, and he could see the most incredible amount of dragons he 
could ever imagine. There were Snaf f lef angs , Rumblehorn, 

Snaptrappers , Sweet Deaths, Timberjacks, Hackatoos, it was 
amazing . 

He looked further, only to spot more dragons, even species he had 
never seen before. Sure, his few trips back to the archipelago hadn't 
allowed him to explore everything as clearly as he perhaps would 
have, but it always excited him when he saw new breeds of 
dragons . 

Toothless came out of the cave behind him, pushing Hiccup aside so 
that he also could take in the view. You could visually see how 
surprised and excited the dragon was to see such a large group of 
dragons together in harmony. 

Hiccup was startled as he saw something move in the corner of his 
eye, and he quickly turned to the large Stormcutter that hung from 
the ceiling. He looked carefully at the large upside-down dragon, and 



could see his mother standing calmly on the claw of the dragon 
holding on for support. 


"This is where you've been, for twenty years?" He asked softly as he 
looked at the dragons that flew around the nest. He turned to his 
mother, who was silently and happily nodding. He looked back at the 
ungodly amount of dragons. "You've, you have been rescuing them. 
Unbelievable . " 

"You're not upset?" She asked carefully, behind Hiccup Toothless was 
already getting greeted by some other dragons. 

"What? No, I, maybe. It's quite a lot to wrap my head around to be 
frank." Hiccup said, still trying to fully grasp the idea of his 
mother standing in front of him. "It's not just every day you 
discover that your mother is some kind of crazy feral vigilantly 
dragon lady." 

"Oh, " She chuckles as she hooked her staff in the claw of 
Cloudjumper, the large dragon calmly guiding her down, before she 
calmly slid the last few feet down over its wing. "At least I'm not 
boring, right?" 

"Well, there is that, " Hiccup began as he was approached by a dragon, 
who was calmly sniffing this newcomer to get to know him. He turned 
to the dragon, petting it gently on the nose, "one specific 
thing . " 

"Do you like it?" His mother asked carefully, she really hadn't ever 
even dreamed of seeing anyone from Berk so full of love for dragons, 
let alone her own son, so she threaded carefully, feeling like she 
was on thin ice that could shatter at any moment. 

"I don't have the words." Hiccup said as he allowed his eyes to 
wander through the nest again, seeing Toothless surrounded by dragons 
who were trying to greet and smell him. It only took one dragon to 
get too close into his personal space for the Nightfury to growl 
loudly, warning the other dragons to stay back. 

Valka chuckled softly as the Nightfury looked at the other dragons 
with a mixture of annoyance and distrust. She turned to Hiccup. "Can 
I?" She asked. Hiccup nodding softly. 

Valka immediately approached the dragon, first showing that she 
wasn't a thread. "Ooh, he's beautiful." She said as extended her hand 
to let the dragon sniff it, before calmly tracing the spines along 
his back with her finger. Toothless, understanding that she wasn't a 
thread, nuzzled her, and Valka calmly replied the favour. 

Hiccup watched calmly as Toothless wrapped himself around Valka, 
chasing her hand. "He might very well be the last of his kind." She 
said softly as she scatched the dragon on his chin. The beast 
immediately turning on his back to allow for easier belly rubs. She 
spotted the small flaps on the side of his chin. She flicked them 
softly as she counted them. "And look." She said as she finished. 
"He's your age, no wonder you get along so well." 

The dragon launched itself off the ground again, running a small 
circle around her before facing her again. He made some inaudible 
notices as he kept his mouth open, Valka mimicking them as she sat in 



front of them. Then Toothless retracted his teeth, smiling a gunny 
smile. Valka was immediately caught by this interesting subject, she 
gently opened Toothless' jaws, ticking her head in to inspect the 
mouth of the dragon. "Retractable teeth?" She giggled in her 
excitement. Petting the dragon on its rough tongue. "How did you met 
him? " 

"I found him in the woods." Hiccup said awkwardly, not really sure 
how he was going to bring the origin story of Toothless to his 
mother. "He was, eh, shot down and, eh, wounded." 

Valka calmly stood up, her face sadder and grave now. She turned to 
one of the dragons that had swarmed beside around Toothless before. 
"This Snafflefang has lost its leg to one of of Drago Bludvist's iron 
traps." She said as she calmly stroked the Dragon. She turned to 
Hiccup's other side. "This Raincutter had its wing sliced by razor 
netting." She explained as gently lifted the dragon's wing with her 
staff. She turned to yet another dragon, a purple Hobblegrunt . She 
waved her hand in front of the Dragon, who only reacted because he 
heard and smelled her. "And this poor Hobblegrunt was blinded by a 
tree snare, and then left to die alone and scared." 

Hiccup gulped as she turned to Toothless, picking up his artificial 
tailfin to inspect it like she had with his fins and gums. "And 
this?" She asked, looking at it with a mix of awe and horror. "Did 
Drago or his trappers do this too?" 

"Oh, yea, well, crazy thing is, I'm actually the one that shot him 
down." Hiccup began chuckling awkwardly, Valka looking at him in 
confusion. "Hey it's okay though. He got me back." Hiccup quickly 
added as he patted the happy Nightfury beside him. "You couldn't safe 
all of me, you just had to make it even, so, peg-leg." Hiccup said as 
he lifted his left leg, or what was left of it, and showed his 
prosthetic . 

Before he had time to put it down. Toothless had used the opening 
between Hiccup's legs push his head underneath it, lifting the boy 
from the ground and making him land in his saddle. 

Valka looked at the two, they had an incredible bond, and she was 
surprised that the Nightfury didn't care much that his rider had 
maimed him for life. "What did your father think of your Nigthfury 
friend? " 

"Well, he didn't take it all that well." Hiccup began, getting 
comfortable in the saddle. "But, then, he changed, they all did. From 
what I heard, pretty soon everyone had dragons back home." 

"From what you heard?" His mother asked surprised. "What had you been 
off to?" 

"Well, that's quite a long story really." Hiccup said as he looked 
around him. "But I guess I have some time." 

"And we have some catching up to do." Valka added as she walked to 
the edge of the outcropping they were on. "Come." 


Hiccup calmly followed her. Toothless following them too, he didn't 
want to be left alone with all those other dragons again. 



"Who should start?" Valka asked a bit nervous as she walked through 
the grass and dirt that grew inside the sanctuary. 


"You start." Hiccup said. "Please." 

"Well, as you know. Berk was a land of kill or be killed." She began 
her story, watching out across the large sanctuary as she visualized 
that faithful night. 

It was the same as it could have been every other night, the dragons 
swarmed the skies as the torched were pushed up into the air by the 
large mechanical systems of weights and cogs that were fitted 
underneath them. The skies were lit by the glow of the fire of the 
beacons, the torched, but also the burning homes of their fellow 
villagers, as well as the occasional spurt of flames from a dragon. 
"But I believed peace was possible." She explained. 

She still remembered that poor Nightmare that had been hit by a 
boulder from one of the catapults, knocking it down and stunning it 
for a few seconds. Immediately another Berkian ran towards the downed 
beast, his axe held high, aiming for the exposed and vulnerable neck 
of the dragon. However, before he could complete his swing and end 
the life of the dragon, his weapon had been stopped. She remembered 
how she had grabbed the handle of the weapon, stating that killing 
the dragon would only make it worse. 

"It was a very unpopular opinion." She said as she remembered the 
shocked and disappointed looks that they would always have, the way 
every Viking would look when you said that there was another way to 
do the things they had been doing for years and years. She had seen 
it so many times. 

"Then one night, a dragon broke into our house." Valka continued, 
feeling the fear that she felt when she saw the tail of a Stormcutter 
disappear through a hole in their roof. "Finding you in the 
cradle . " 

She ran through the village, as fast as she could. She swung the door 
of her house, which was thick and heavy and would usually give her a 
bit of trouble, open with ease, immediately grabbing a sword from the 
wall next to her. Holding it in front on her defensively as she 
slowly walked towards the large dragon. She remembered the mixture of 
emotions. She had felt so fearful, not for her own life but for that 
of her child. But she was also curious, seeing the large dragon 
playing with her kid, holding its sharp and deadly claw just above 
the cradle. Hiccup trying to grab it as he giggled. It was an 
interesting memory, she couldn't feel joy, since her baby had been in 
a potentially deadly situation, but she also didn't felt sadness or 
anger, she didn't know what to feel. "I rushed to protect you, but 
what I saw was proof of everything I believed." 

She had lowered her sword, but somehow had startled the dragon. In 
its shock Cloud jumper had accidently made a small cut in Hiccup's 
chin, which was the origin of the scar she recognised him with. The 
dragon had turned to her, also curious as she had raised the sword 
again, ready to defend her child and herself. The dragon's eyes had 
been so large, so kind. It was incredible. She had lowered her sword 
even further, to the point where the top of it was resting on the 
ground. The dragon had just been sniffing calmly, trying to 
familiarise the strange woman in front of him. "This wasn't a vicious 



beast," She explained. "But a gentle and intelligent creature, who's 
soul reflected my own." 

But she remembered how the axe had split their connection, and how 
Stoick had barged into the house, hoping to protect his wife and son. 
She remembered seeing how the dragon's eyes had turned to slits. It 
breather his fire around the room, Stoick ducking away from it. She 
rushed over to the dragon, pulling at the side of its head to make it 
stop, just like she had tried with the Viking earlier that night. The 
dragon had turned to her, and in a matter of seconds has grabbed her 
with its claws, beating its four wings to take off, taking her away 
from her home. She had heard Stoick shout her name, and she had 
shouted his, seeing him standing at the edge of the burning home, 
watching her through the broken roof, not able to do anything. 

"You and your father nearly died that night." Valka finished. "All 
because I couldn't kill a dragon." 

"Well, it runs in the family." Hiccup had stated dryly. 

"It broke my heart to stay away." Valka said as she turned back to 
Hiccup. "But I believed you'd be safer if I did." 

There was a short silence between the two, before Hiccup broke it 
with a question. "But, how did you survive?" 

"Oh, Cloud jumper never meant to harm me." She said as she walked 
toward the edge of the cliff. "He must have thought that I belonged 
here, in the home of the great Bewilderbeast , the alpha species. One 
of the very few that still exist. 

Hiccup looked in awe as he saw the Bewilderbeast, it was even bigger 
than the Red Death. It was massive. 

"Every nest has its queen, but this the king of all dragons." She 
explained. "With his icy breath, his greatful giant build our nest, a 
safe haven for dragon everywhere." 

"Wait, that's the ice-spitter ? " Hiccup asked confused. "He's 
responsible for all that destruction?" 

"He protects us." Valka corrected him as the two walked down a bit 
lower, to a place where a few baby dragon lived. "We all live under 
his care, and his command." 

"All but the babies, of course." Valka added, seeing Toothless get 
swarmed by a pack of little curious Scutt leclaws . "Who listen to no 
one . " 

They babies flew off once Cloudjumped roared loudly enough to get 
them to leave Toothless alone, and they calmly flew towards the 
Bewilderbeast, landing on its head. The large beast opened its eyes, 
shaking the small dragons of its head and rising on his feet, turning 
to Hiccup and Valka. 

Hiccup was impressed, now that the dragon itself stood before him he 
could truly see how massive it was. Beside him Valka had bowed down, 
and on his other side Toothless felt uncomfortable looking the large 
dragon in the eyes. 



"I've been living with them for twenty years Hiccup, " Valka continued 
softly. "Discovering their secrets." 

The Bewilderbeast let out a small cloud of his icy breath, sending it 
straight to Hiccup, the cloud enveloped him, and suddenly the nice 
temperature of the nest had changed to a cold and winter like 
temperature, but it only lasted for a second. When the cloud had 
passed he felt the warmth again, and he felt the snow sticking in his 
hair . 

"He likes you." Valka said after she chuckled for a second. 

"Wow." Was the only thing Hiccup managed to utter, impressed by the 
sheer size and power of the large dragon. 

"You must be hungry." Valka suggested as she looked at Hiccup. 

"Eh, yea." Hiccup responded absently, still looking at the gentle 
giant in front of him. "I could eat." 

"Good." Valka said as she walked around his back. "It's feeding 
time . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The silence that covered the ship was deafening. Everyone looked 
calmly as Hiccup flew off, the Nightfury gathering speed quicker than 
anyone had expected. The only person who wasn't paying attention to 
the current situation was Ruffnut, who was lying on the deck next to 
Eret, her head leaning on her arms and her feet swinging in the air, 
gawking at the young trapper. <p> 

"What is going on?" Heather asked as she pulled Ragnar into the 
group, Stoick turning to him with an angry scowl. "What is he 
thinking? " 

"I don't know." Ragnar pleaded in his defence. "He's grown 
overconfident again." 

Stoick cocked an eyebrow. "This has happened before?" 

Ragnar looked at Stoick, deep in thought whether he should mention 
this. That was until he felt a jab into his side by Heather. "You've 
been keeping enough away from us." She said sternly. 

"Explain . " 

Ragnar sighed softly. "It was in back south." He explained. "We had a 
good run, but he was pushing his luck." 

"What made him realise?" Astrid asked, hoping to know how to convince 
Hiccup about the situation. "How can we make him realise that?" 

"He has a large scar across his chest as a memory." Ragnar explained. 
"One that almost killed him." 

"How did he get that?" Stoick asked, worried for his son, but 
interested in his history. 

"Trying to convince someone who couldn't be convinced." Ragnar said 
softly, remembering how naA“ve and convinced Hiccup had been a few 



years ago. "If that hadn't happened he might have planned to talk to 
Drago . " 

Stoick's worries deepened. "And what else haven't you told us?" He 
asked with a stern look. 

"Everything that was vitally important." Ragnar explained. "We've 
just kept out some details." 

"Like Drago going after an ancient weapon?" Stoick asked. "One that 
would make him incredibly powerful . " 

"Well, I, he, how?" Ragnar asked shocked. 

"This!" Stoick said as he showed the letter, the Templar seal evident 
on the paper. "Should I read it?" 

"I don't think that's necessary." Ragnar said calmly, but Stoick 
cleared his throat. 

He tried not to make too much eye contact with Heather as Stoick read 
the letter, since he could basically feel her stare bore into the 
side of his head. He turned and looked at Astrid, who was staring at 
the sky instead of him, more worried than angry. 

Gobber looked different than the rest. He looked like he had expected 
this all to happen, after all, he recognised the young Hiccup that 
was still having his little spot in the young man. 

Stoick finished calmly, putting the piece of paper back into a pocket 
of his armour. "Well." He began. "Anything to add?" 

"Well, I don't think this is the biggest problem at hand." Ragnar 
began softly, hoping to pull some of the attention away from the 
letter. "We need to go after Hiccup." 

"I don't think that is the biggest problem you have at hand." Heather 
said angrily from behind him, and Ragnar didn't dare to turn around 
to face her, which only aggravated her more. 

"We'll fly up front with Skullcrusher and Grump." Stoick said as he 
looked at Ragnar with a stern look. "You all stay behind us." 

Before Ragnar could answer, he felt a slap against the back of his 
head. "Small details, hm?" Heather asked sternly, demanding an 
explanation. She was angry, sure, but that anger was filled by how 
hurt she was, and because she was angry at herself for not seeing 
this coming. "What happened to trust and no more lies?" 

"I'm sorry." Ragnar said as he looked down at the deck of the ship. 

He didn't want to face her, he felt like he had no right to do so. 

Had they not done the right thing keeping them out? Was it not the 
best thing to do? "We didn't want to pull you all into this." 

"So you just do it all on your own." Heather said with a stern tone. 
She needed to get the point across once and for all, but she didn't 
feel like that was ever going to possible. "Leaving us to wait and 
hope you'll return." 

Ragnar didn't say anything, just looked at her. "Sorry." He muttered 



again . 


"Way to keep us out, assassin." She said sternly, she didn't need his 
apologies or his excuses, she needed trust, and apparently that was 
not something he could share. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He watched in awe as his Cloudjumper rolled in the air, the four 
large wings allowing for powerful and precise movement. What was even 
more inspiring was how his mother manged to stay on the dragons back 
effortlessly, like she was glued to the dragon. She rode it standing, 
without a saddle or anything to hold on to.<p> 

Hiccup flew calmly behind her, watching around him carefully, the 
clouds had cleared around these parts, and he could easily spot the 
enormous swarm of dragons that was following them. It looked like 
almost every dragon from the nest had come, except form the younger 
ones, who would receive food from their parents or other 
dragons . 

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked confused as he saw his mother do a 
loop to face him, he and Toothless stopped to not crash into her. "I 
thought we were going to eat?" 

"Oh, we are." Valka said with a smile as she made a few gestures. 
Hiccup looked below him, seeing that a large group of tidal-class 
dragons was circling underneath him, trapping a whole bunch of fish 
inside the circle. 

He saw the colour of the water change, and the Bewilderbeast emerged 
from it, jumping high in the air. Of course, it wasn't that high if 
you compared it to its size. Toothless could also launch himself a 
few feet into the air from water, not much trouble there. But to see 
such a large and powerful dragon do it was a sight to behold. It went 
so slowly, the large weight accelerating and decelerating slowly. At 
the start of the jump, the Bewilderbeast has grabbed all the fish 
that the other dragons had herded into the middle. Hiccup looked at 
it with interest, it was amazing to see how the other dragons helped 
to feed their king, a whole different way than the Red Death. 

But then, just as the Bewilderbeast was starting to fall back down 
into the sea, it spewed out all the fish it had collected, launching 
it high up in the air, allowing all dragons of the flock to feast on 
the meal . 

Hiccup looked around in shock, seeing fish literally everywhere. He 
looked at Valka, who was laughing on the back of her dragon. But he 
could feel how impatient Toothless was getting, he looked at his 
dragon, who had his tongue hanging out of its mouth, looking around 
at all the fish that was flying through the air. He looked at 
Toothless, his eyes big and excited, and Hiccup allowed him to go 
after as much as he could carry. 

Luckily Toothless was familiar with speed, and has a rapid response. 
He quickly grabbed the fish that he found left and right of him, and 
it only took one dive to have his mouth, and soon his belly, filled 
with fish. 


They stopped at a nearby, ice-covered, island to rest after the 



dragons had eaten, it was important for dragons not to be too active 
after a meal, since it could cause some trouble with their digestion. 
As they landed Valka found a piece of clear snow, and she drew a map 
in it using her staff. 

"You should see the places there are out there. Hiccup." She began, 
focussed on her drawing. "Countless islands, countless dragons." She 
said as she drew freely, a large map of the archipelago's largest 
islands. "And I think there is a whole other continent south of 
here." She said as she drew a simple line in the snow to the south of 
her map. 

"I might be able to help with that." Hiccup said as he grabbed his 
notebook, he knew exactly which page he needed and which map it was, 
and he carefully unfolded his enormous map of the large continent. 
"It's larger than you'd think." 

Valka looked in awe, she discovered the scale pretty quickly, and 
only then realised that only this fraction of the continent was as 
big as the entire archipelago. "How did you?" She asked in shock, she 
had taken expeditions of a few days to map the far end of the 
archipelago, heading so far south would've cost weeks, if not 
months . 

"Well, I haven't been at Berk a lot the last couple of years." Hiccup 
began awkwardly, scratching the back of his head. "I've only returned 
last year . " 

"Your father allowed you to go on such a long trip?" Valka asked 
surprised. "For how long." 

"Six years." He explained. "And it wasn't a trip." 

Valka looked at Hiccup surprised and confused. "Explain." She stated 
simply . 

"Well, after we killed the queen at the nest I may have fallen into 
the sea a bit." Hiccup explained. "And I woke up with just a bit of 
memory loss." 

"Just a bit, hmm?" Valka asked surprised, she noticed that Hiccup had 
never had a mother in his life, he couldn't lie to save his life. The 
only one to fall for this would be Stoick. 

"The only thing I remember was dad disowning me." Hiccup said softly. 
"So I found a friend and we left." 

"He did what?!" Valka asked surprised, she knew Stoick could have a 
temper sometimes, but disowning his own son? 

"Don't worry." Hiccup quickly said. "We made up, 
apparently . " 

"Apparently?" Valka asked warily. 

"Don't remember much of it." Hiccup answered. "Probably didn't leave 
an impact . " 

"So where did you go?" Valka asked. "I don't suppose there is some 
kind of village who agrees to housing a Nightfury." 



"And a Skrill." Hiccup added. "And no, not that we know of." He said. 
"But we found a place to hide them near Roma." 

"You've headed all the way to Roma?" Valka asked. She had heard 
stories of the large cities towards the south, buried deep in the 
Roman Empire, but it all sounded too surreal to be realistic. 

"Yep." Hiccup answered dryly. "Me and Ragnar, a friend I met, we both 
wanted to go as far as we could." 

"I see." Valka said, before she was interrupted by Toothless, walking 
through the snow, using a large icicle that he had in his mouth as a 
pencil to draw in it. 
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><p>He squinted his eyes, small snowflakes landing and sticking in 
his eyebrows. He scanned the sky, which was difficult with this 
weather. The wind had increased and it had started to snow, which 
wasn't strange, they were so far north that they were about to reach 
the parts where the snow would fall throughout the entire year. This 
area of permafrost was a dangerous place, since some of the most 
dangerous dragons lurked there, one's that couldn't be tames. There 
also didn't grow any food, so if you got lost or shipwrecked and your 
food ran out you couldn't gather more.<p> 

He hoped Hiccup hadn't been so stupid to head there, he expected more 
of him. The boy could do a lot of irresponsible and stupid things, 
but he knew he still had a sense of rational thought. 

"Stoick! Look!" Gobber shouted over the wind, calmly flying by his 
side in the harsh wind, snow gathering on his moustache. He the 
faceplate of his helmet open, either because he felt like it, or 
because it had frozen in place. He pointed downward, where a large, 
fresh, hole was in the icy sea. Stoick shot a serious look at Gobber, 
descending with Skullcrusher to investigate. 

The hole was large enough for a Nightfury, but it was also large 
enough for a Monstrous Nightmare, it was broad and long, broken 
pieces of ice floated inside it. Behind it there were a few narrow 
slids of broken ice, two right behind the hole and a couple much 
further away. 

They matched the pattern of hunting Seashockers, who often prayed on 
large fish who surfaced and broke the ice. Those large, two headed, 
tidal dragons were a force to be reckoned with. They often hunted in 
packs, capable of taking down large fish and animals. They usually 
didn't attack ships, but they had a habit of circling around ships 
that had ran aground or got stuck, since they could pray on 
crewmembers who jumped overboard. Sometimes they carried them off to 
nearby islands, other times they would never surface again. 

Stoick looked at the main hole, spotting a small brown item floating 
in the middle of the water, he gently guided Skullcrusher down, 
taking a good hold of the saddle so that he could lean over the side 
to grab it. 


It was a helmet, a leather one. Hiccup's. Only a small layer of frost 
had formed on it, so it hadn't been lying here long. Stoick held it 



in his hands, turning to Gobber, who was looking at the helmet with 
horror, possibilities shooting through his head. He looked at Stoick, 
a pained and troubled face. Stoick was determined however, his son 
wouldn't die this way, he couldn't. 

"Find him, Skullcrusher . " Stoick ordered his dragon, keeping the 
helmet near the large and sensitive nose of the dragon. It sniffed a 
few times, cold and chilly air mixed with the scent of Hiccup, a 
scent he had smelled earlier that day. It didn't take long for the 
dragon to find a clear trail, heading to the mountains 
nearby . 

Stoick looked at Gobber, and the two quickly let Skullcrusher lead 
them, heading into the clouds above them, the cold weather turning 
their hair white as ice and snow stuck to it. They calmly, giving 
Skullcrusher the time he needed to take up the exact track, instead 
of rushing him and risking that he made a mistake. That rarely 
happened, but Stoick wasn't taking any chances. If Hiccup was far 
then going father could spare them half a day, which could make the 
difference between life and death in some cases. But if they lost 
their track they would first have to backtrack, which was difficult 
with following scents, since they would linger for a while, but 
eventually would slowly drift with the wind. 

Scent was like driftwood. If a ship sunk you could often trace the 
location by the wood and materials that came loose over time, leaving 
a trail towards the vessel. But as time went by the remains would be 
scattered over a larger area, and it would be difficult to see from 
one piece to the next, which made it slow and tedious work. It would 
change from trying to follow a constant line to following prints, 
prints that were slowly growing more apart. Untill you found one 
print at the beginning of a forest, and the other could lie behind 
some hill on the other side of an island. It almost made it 
impossible . 

Luckily Rumblehorns had exceptional noses, and even when a scent was 
slowly starting to scatter they could easily track it. He slowly flew 
towards a large mountain, which was covered by a large roof of blue 
ice. It was a special kind of ice, and Stoick had remembered seeing 
it before, on the deck of the trapper's boat. A few small icicles lay 
on the deck, this made Stoick fearful, perhaps this was the base of 
Drago Bludvist. 

They slowly entered through a hole in the wall, Skullcrusher gently 
flying through the hole that Hiccup had flown through while he was 
still being kidnapped. Stoick ordered Skullcrusher to slow down 
further, their wings softly, eventually stopped as they landed. It 
would make less noise. 

Stoick didn't want to give his presence away, since he felt like 
Hiccup had been grabbed by some dragon. It made sense, only that way 
could they fly into a cave that high up the wall. He guessed that he 
was grabbed mid-air, causing Toothless to fall down into the ice, his 
helmet must have been attached to the saddle. 

He wondered where Toothless' would be, as far as he knew Seashockers 
didn't eat other dragons, so perhaps they dropped him off at a nearby 
island. That was to be hoped, since that would probably be the best 
for the dragon. He knew that the Nightfury was capable of walking 
long distances, as were most land dragons. But he wasn't sure the 



dragon could swim very well. 


Behind them flew the other riders, who had no idea of the recent 
discovery. They all had their thoughts and speculations for the large 
hole in the ice, but since Stoick and Gobber were suddenly going 
another direction they guessed Skullcrusher has found another 
lead . 

"So, how are you holding up?" Astrid asked Ragnar who flew 
silently . 

"Pretty well I guess." Ragnar said dryly. "The only communicat ion I 
have with Heather is her looking at me like she wants to kill me, she 
won't talk at all." 

"That's usually not a good sign." Astrid said with a smile, they both 
had their ways to get back at their boyfriends, and looking at 
Ragnar, Heather's seemed to be working. 

"You don't say." Ragnar said as he patted Bolt, the dragon also 
worried for the other rider and his dragon. 

"I wanted to ask something." Astrid began again, catching Ragnar ' s 
attention. "Why did Hiccup get so angry when Stoick mentioned 
Marcus ? " 

"There was a betrayal within our guild." Ragnar explained. "In the 
end, it has cost Marcus his life, as well as a lot of others. Hiccup 
pulls all the blame on himself." 

"Why didn't he tell us?" Astrid asked, surprised to hear this. "We 
could have helped him." 

"He just didn't want you all to get involved in this mess." Ragnar 
explained. "It's quite a big thing." 

"Why though?" Astrid asked. "Why does he reject help, why doesn't he 
want any assistance?" 

"He doesn't want you to fight a war that isn't yours." Ragnar said. 
"He doesn't want Berkian, or anyone else's, blood spilled for a cause 
that they are not fighting for." 

Heather flew just a bit behind them, glad to hear that her strategy 
was working, but also understanding Hiccup's decision to try and keep 
them out of it, although it hadn't worked. Perhaps she had been a bit 
too harsh on Ragnar, shutting him out completely. It was a noble 
choice after all, keeping them safe by keeping them out of the 
conf lict . 

**AN: ** 

**So, another one finished in a week, and more than 6000 words, so 
I'm pretty pleased. I've tried not to follow the movie exactly, but 
it was just a bit easier this way. Anyway, with a bit of luck I'll be 
able to finish the next chapter for next weekend as well, and perhaps 
I'll even be able to get to upload a chapter each week again. I hope 
so, I've managed to do it this week and it had been pretty busy with 
projects and exams. But that's nothing you all need to worry about 



**Take care 
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23. Chapter 23, Reunion 

They flew back towards the nest, the cold Nordic winds blowing gently 
against their faces. The sea was calm below them, but they didn't 
care much for it, they only cared for the gentle flight through the 
air . 

"When I'm up here," Valka explained. "I don't even feel the cold." 

She continued, letting go of Cloud jumper ' s neck and leaning 
backwards. "I just feel," 

"Free." Hiccup finished the sentence, he knew exactly how she felt, 
and was happy to share it. He could always share his feeling on 
flying with Ragnar or Astrid, but they didn't have such a passion for 
it as he had. His mother did. 

She let the wind blow against her, fighting against it to keep on 
Cloud jumper ' s back. It wasn't a tough struggle but it was one 
nonetheless . 

Hiccup could already see the small beach that lay in front of the 
nest. He rolled Toothless calmly in the air, his mother following 
him. It amazed him how she could fly on the back of Cloudjumper 
without a saddle or anything to hold on to. 

"This is what it is to be a dragon Hiccup!" She shouted over the 
wind, enjoying the strong and powerful blows it gave. She turned to 
him with a large smile. 

Hiccup looked at her with a smile, plotting a fun surprise. "It's all 
fun and good to call yourself a dragon." He said as he switched 
Toothless' tail to the locked position, allowing him to fly somewhat 
freely on his own. He calmly unhooked himself from the saddle. "But 
can you fly?" He asked as he stood up and ran across Toothless' back, 
jumping off him in front of his nose. 

Valka watched with her mouth ajar. Seeing her son fall down towards 
the ground, with incredible speed. They weren't really high, so he 
was quickly approaching the sea. But then he stopped, and a set of 
brown pieces of canvas were spread from his legs to his arms, 
allowing him to glide further. 

Cloudjumper looked at Toothless, who only then realised that his 
rider was getting further and further as he flew. He flapped 
powerfully two times, and quickly dove after him, catching up with 
the boy. Valka follow behind him. 

Hiccup had turned around in his flight, now flying with his back 
towards the sky. Valka flew next to him, calmly watching how he was 
gliding down through the air. He descended quite rapidly, but it was 
still a lot slower than actually falling. She looked at the simple 
design, two large pieces of fabric and one more intricate fin on his 
back, which served as stabilizer. 



Hiccup pulled one arm inwards for a second, the loss of lift causing 
him to turn around again. He extended it quickly and stabilized 
himself in a second, just in time to see the snowy beach of the nest 
quickly approaching. 

"Toothless!" He yelled loudly, the dragon accelerating to make sure 
he could catch the boy in time. Valka watched as the black blur 
wrapped itself around Hiccup, crash-landing in the thick snow at the 
far end of the beach. 

When she landed she could see Toothless looking around himself in 
panic, but his panicked stare turned into an annoyed one as Hiccup 
popped out of the snow. Excited giggled erupted from the boy as he 
turned to his dragon. 

"We did it." He explained excited. "If I'd been a bit higher it would 
be a perfect landing." 

As he was stuffing the last bit of his left wing into the holding 
place on his leg he felt Toothless' tail swipe his feet from 
underneath him, and he fell softly in the snow. 

Valka rushed over to him, inspecting his suit to the very detail. The 
fin was based on a mixture between many dragons, and would probably 
grant him way more stability. The suit itself was simple, more long 
that brought, not really useful for slow gliding over long distances, 
but good enough if he got separated from his dragon in mid-air. 

She checked his armour, it was made of leather, light, and extremely 
movable. "Incredible." She muttered as she inspected the chest piece, 
it was sturdy as well as defensive, and the neck covered properly 
against the cold winds, so he wouldn't get sick quickly. 

"Well, not bad yourself." Hiccup commented as Valka moved her hand 
further up, touching his cheek. She pulled it back, fearing it might 
scare him off to be touched so motherly by someone who was probably 
still pretty much a stranger to him. But when she saw no objection in 
his eyes, she calmly placed it back. 

Hiccup leaned into her hand, her touch felt so warm, while her hand 
was cold. It felt comforting, like he could rest and sleep like this, 
something he hadn't felt for a long while. It felt so right, so 
perfect . 

"After all these years, you took after me." Valka said as she gently 
stroked his cheek, flicking a tuft of hair. "And, where was I?" She 
asked herself, pulling her hand back, feeling like she didn't deserve 
to touch her son. 

She laid her hand on his shoulder. "I'm so sorry Hiccup." She said. 
"Can we start over?" She asked calmly. "Will you give me another 
chance?" She almost pleaded. "I can show you everything I've learned 
over the past twenty years." She said, walking over to Toothless. 
"Like, " She began, calmly letting her hand stroke over his head, 
stopping at his neck, right where behind two of the flaps on the back 
of his head, and pressed down gently. 

Toothless' fins on his back split, creating a V-shape. "Now you can 
make those tight turns." She said to the dragon, who happily jumped 
towards his rider, wanting to show off his new trick. 



"Did you know this?" He asked Toothless as he inspected the fins 
happy that the new design didn't intervene with the saddle. 


"Every dragon had its secrets," Valka began, "and. I'll show them all 
to you." She continued. "We'll unlock every mystery, find every last 
species together, as mother and son." She chuckled as she saw 
Toothless tunnel through the snow. 

"This gift we share Hiccup, " She began again, looking at him. "It 
bonds us." She said. "This is who you are, son." Valka said as she 
placed her hand on his shoulder. "Who we are." She corrected. "We 
will change the world for all dragons, we will make it a better, 
safer place . " 

Hiccup looked at her, almost forgetting what he had planned to do. He 
had planned to go after Drago, a Templar leader, powerful, 
experienced, and very deadly. And he had planned to do it 
alone . 

"Then I fear we differ there." Hiccup said as he hugged his mother. 
"You focus on protecting them from harm, I focus on eliminating the 
harm . " 

His mother looked at him with a cocked eyebrow, and it would be a 
long explanation for Hiccup to convince her that it was safe and 
smart what he was doing. 
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><p>He stood calmly, taking in the marvellous sight again, he had 
only been her for half a day and he had wanted to watch the endless 
amount of dragon for the rest of his life. He felt like he could 
watch it for hours, days, perhaps even weeks. The way all the 
different species flew so calmly together, sometimes landing to play 
in the grass or making a quick bow to the impressive 
Bewilderbeast . <p> 

It was so calm, so perfect, like a fine harmony that shouldn't and 
couldn't be disturbed. Life was meant to be this way, calm and 
peaceful, with everything within the sight of you calmly living 
alongside the next thing. 

The calmness was interrupted when a hand suddenly clasped over his 
mouth, large and cold, so not his mothers. His eyes shot open, and 
reflexes kicked in. He crouched a bit through his knees, before 
pushing himself upwards and backwards against whoever was holding 
him. The person behind him tumbled backwards, loosening his grip on 
Hiccup as he tried to catch himself. Hiccup, who was also falling 
backwards took advantage of this and rolled backwards, landing behind 
the man, his blades unsheathed. 

His father lay on the ground before him, and annoyed look on his 
face. "Dad?" Hiccup said surprised. Watching as the large man slowly 
got up. "What are you doing here?" 

"We're getting you out of here." His father said sternly as he 
gestured for Toothless to come, who was lying on a rock not too far 
away . 



"We?" Hiccup asked confused. "What do you mean we?" He asked, but as 
he finished the sentence he could see the others standing in the 
opening of a small cave. From the cave Astrid ran to him, hugging him 
tightly . 

"Are you alright?" She asked, inspecting him, lifting shoulder pads 
and checking his armour for any sight of a struggle. "What 
happened? " 

"Well, that's kind of a long story." Hiccup began as he scratched the 
back of his head. "But I think you'll like it." 

Stoick grabbed Hiccup's arm tightly, pulling him with him. "Tell it 
on the way." He said as he walked towards the cave they used to 
enter . 

"This isn't an on the way thing, dad." Hiccup asked as he tried to 
resist, digging his heels in the ground. It was futile, although he 
might be more skilled in battle and more agile, Stoick was leader 
when it came to brute strength, and he effortlessly dragged his sun 
after him. "More a dramatically important thing that changes 
everything . " 

Gobber lead, followed by Stoick, who had stopped dragging Hiccup 
along, but still looked behind him often to make sure he was still 
there. It's not like he really had anywhere to go, because behind him 
walked Astrid, who was sure to give him a gentle shove if he strayed 
too far behind. 

"Don't." She would softly say when he tried to turn around, her voice 
sweet but also dangerous. He had to get them to his mother, but he 
would have to do this tactically. There was no use going back the way 
they came, since behind him walked Astrid, Heather, the rest of the 
riders, and Ragner, who also looked like he was done with him for the 
moment . 

"Look, just listen for a second." Hiccup said. "Unlike most of the 
secrets you've uncovered lately I think you'll like this one." He 
pleaded as he tried to get his father to listen. 

"Hiccup, be silent for a second." Stoick answered irritated as he 
looked at Gobber, who was trying to remember the way they came in. He 
was standing at a split, part of the cave heading right, and the 
other part heading left. 

"Eerm, we went right on the way in." He muttered softly, scratching 
his head. "So we go right again, this way." He said as he walked down 
the right path. 

The cave got narrower, and Stoick and Gobber often found the cave to 
be just brought enough for them to fit through. What Hiccup was 
amazed by was how well Toothless, at the far end of the pack, managed 
to follow them. 

Stoick raised his hand, signalling everyone to stop. Hiccup could see 
how Gobber stood in front of him, at the ending of the cave, looking 
at something. He raised the face cover of his helmet, and turned to 
Stoick . 


"You might want to take this one. 


He said as he patted his friend on 



the shoulder. He sighed, drawing his sword and advancing. 


"Dad, wait." Hiccup said, his gut giving him a bad feeling. "Please 
just put the sword away." 

They all exited the cave, Stoick, Ragnar, Astrid and Heather having a 
weapon at the ready. They came into another part of the delicate 
system, it was a larger room, and instead of the grey rock the walls 
were made of blue ice. There was light, although they didn't know 
where from, perhaps it shone through the ice from outside. 

The teens, except for Hiccup, raised their weapons as they saw a 
strange woman standing in the room. She carried a large staff, and 
wore strange armour. They stood ready, waiting for their chief to 
give the order. 

But what they couldn't see was that Stoick 's eyes had changed, from 
the narrow and concentrated slits to large and surprised. As they 
raised their weapons Stoick lost the grip of is, letting it clatter 
on the ground. The group looked at him surprised, all but Hiccup and 
Gobber, who knew what was truly going on. 

"I know what you're going to say, Stoick." Valka said, surprising the 
others oven more. How did the vigilantly know the name of their 
chief. "How could I have done this?" 

Stoick grabbed his helmet, putting it in front of his chest. He heard 
her speak, but couldn't understand her words, it was almost like she 
was talking in a foreign language. All he could focus on was the 
sound of her voice, the different tone that was still so familiar, 
yet so old. He could watch, watch as her lips moved, allowing him to 
hear those sweet words again, but still not making sense of 
them . 

"Stayed away all of these years." Valka continued. "And why didn't I 
come back to you, to our son." 

He prayed in his mind, since he was unable to speak or do anything 
else, that this wasn't a dream, that this was reality. He looked at 
her, his mouth open and his mind clouded by everything that had 
happed that day, but it slowly cleared up, leaving him with only one 
subject, her. 

"Well what sign did I have that you could change Stoick? That anyone 
on Berk could." Valka asked, her voice more stern. She wasn't 
accusing him of something, no, she was trying to make it sound 
alright in her own head. Stoick calmly and gently took a step, the 
crisp snow crunching under his foot. "I pleaded so many times to stop 
the fighting, to find another answer." She said, dragons appearing 
behind her as Stoick neared, fearing he could be a thread. "But did 
any of you listen?" 

"What is going on?" Astrid asked confused as she saw Hiccup watching 
the scene unfold with a mixture between a smile and a neutral face. 
"Who is she." 

"I'll explain later." Hiccup said absently as he watched his parent, 
clinging on their, well mainly Valka 's, every words. 

Valka stepped back as Stoick neared. "I know that I left you to raise 



Hiccup alone." She said, grabbing her staff with two hands and 
keeping it in front of her as a barrier between her and Stoick. "But 
I thought that he'd be better off without me." 

"And I was wrong." She said as she stepped further back. "I see that 
now." She checked behind her, the icy wall being very close, trapping 
her between it and Stoick. She looked back at Stoick, who still had 
this blank stare, like he wasn't sure if any of this was real. 

"Oh, stop being so stoic Stoick." She almost pleaded as she neared 
him, he was so calm, almost lifeless. It unsettled her. "Come on, 
shout, scream, say something." She said, her voice panicky as she saw 
a hand slowly approach her face. 

She recoiled from his touch, but his hand quickly found her head 
again, calmly resting against her cheek, his thumb wiping away a tear 
she hadn't even noticed yet. She looked at him, his eyes were 
focusses on hers, and he looked so deep in thought. His lips moved, 
but at first, no sound came from them. Stoick breathed deeply, 
looking at Valka. 

"You're as beautiful as the day I lost you." He said softly, his 
voice gentle and kind. Valka was at a loss for words, she didn't want 
his kindness, she didn't deserve it. She needed him to shout, to be 
angry, to give her a reason to leave, to give her an excuse to leave. 
She felt ashamed, she closed her eyes and lowered her head, expecting 
Stoick to realise what was going on, to get mad, to curse, and to 
yell. But it never came. The warmth that radiated from his hand felt 
so familiar, yet so foreign, it made her both tense and relax, as she 
stood in the cave, slowly losing grip on her staff. 

Stoick lowered his hand from her cheek to her chin, and carefully and 
getly guided her lips to his. The kiss they shared was short, but it 
explained more than they could ever hope to tell each other. It 
filled the void they had both felt for the past twenty years. They 
didn't care about what had happened, Valka was still expecting 
everything to go wrong, and Stoick still expected himself to wake up, 
wake up from yet another dream in which he would be meeting his 
wife . 

But neither happened, and Stoick carefully broke the kiss, looking at 
Valka with love. She slowly opened her eyes, still partially afraid 
to meet Stoick 's, but he could see that she had relaxed a bit, and he 
had felt how she felt. 

"Will you now explain what's going on." Ragnar asked as Hiccup was 
smiling widely. "Who is this woman?" 

"She's the dragon rider." Hiccup answered, getting an annoyed look 
from Ragnar, he already knew that. "And she's also my mother." 

"I thought your mother died." Astrid softly exclaimed. "She was taken 
by dragons . " 

"And they brought her here." Hiccup told them softly, not wanting to 
interrupt his parents. "I'll explain everything in more detail 
soon . " 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 



><p>The gangplank was dropped between the ship and the dock, and they 
calmly dismounted. They walked in silence, earning strange looks from 
local grunts as they showed no signs of removing dragons from their 
ship . <p> 

"Alright, remember." Eret began softly to his crew. "Accept the fact 
that we're all going to die, and everything will go better than 
expected . " 

There were a few comments from the group, but they calmly continued 
through the system of piers and boats. Some places had caged for wild 
dragons, or were used to keep the large amount of siege equipment 
that they had. A mixture of catapults, trebuchets, and even some kind 
of things that used a foreign kind of exploding powder. 

They continued, all of them tense and extremely nervous, they had 
returned once before with only one dragon, a young one. Drago had 
been extremely angry at them, and had used Eret for a warning to the 
rest of the group. 

Eret felt a strange itch from the burnt flesh as they walked, but it 
was probably anxiety. The largest ship came into view, and they all 
started to fear the worst. On the deck stood Drago, looking down at 
their approach, his bull hook in his hand. 

"Drago." Eret began nervously as he approached the area in front of 
the large ship. "I fear I bring you terrible news." 

Drago stood on the deck and stayed silent, looking at him with 
disgust. Eret took the silence as a sign to continue. "I'm sorry 
we're so late, we were forced to." He explained, keeping it short and 
simple, the way he knew Drago liked his briefings. "The ice-spitter 
destroyed our fortress and freed our dragons." 

Drago turned around, walking across the deck towards the gangway, 
which was lowered. He calmly walked down towards the group of men, 
who stood together on the pier. Eret stood at the front. Drago calmly 
walked over to him, and in one quick motion, grabbed him by his neck 
and lifted him up from the ground. 

"Where are my dragons?" He asked, his voice heavy and dripping with 
anger. "I want them now." 

"The ice cave." Eret managed to say as he tried to get air inside his 
lungs . 

Drago released him, Eret falling to the ground roughly. "What 
happened last time you disobeyed me?" He asked. 

"You warned us." Eret said. "You were so kind to warn us for 
once . " 

He kicked Eret as he lay on the ground, grasping for air. "I don't 
need your flattering." He yelled loudly as he looked at the others. 
"And what kind of warning was that?" 

"Eirst and final." Someone of his crew muttered. 

"Einal." Drago repeated, making his warning clear. Behind drago 
another person walked down the ship, clad in steel armour and wearing 



the Templar crest on his shield. Drago looked at him with wicked 
interest . 


"Watch." He said as he lifted Eret of the ground, walking over to the 
Templar night. "These foreigners have years of training." He began 
his speech. "They are clad in heavy and resistant armour." He 
continued as he walked around the knight. "And they are extremely 
important for a balanced army." 

Eret was confused, he understood the message drago was sending, they 
were worthless, he wasn't. But what was the exact point? 

"But, " Drago continued, "none of them have done what they are here 
for." He continued. "Bringing me the head of the assassins." And with 
that, he made a big swing with his bull hook, striking the knight in 
the middle of his chest plate. He was knocked back, stumbling before 
he fell off the edge of the pier, his armour taking him down to the 
bottom of the water. 

All that came up was a stream of bubbles, but even that ended after a 
few seconds. "Everyone is expendable." He said sternly as he looked 
at Drago at his crew. "And if they don't do their work, they can 
die." He said as he looked Eret in his eyes. "Now go get my 
dragons . " 

Eret and his crew quickly returned to their boat, scavenging whatever 
supplies they could find before setting sail towards the cold and 
unforgiving sea. They had better chances of survival there. 

Drago looked at the other men that stood around him, some of which 
his closest guards and generals. "Stop the preparations!" He yelled 
loudly. "We set sail!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Valka was calmly cutting some pieces of fish, sticking the on a 
stick, which allowed them to be easily cooked over a fire. She wasn't 
the best cook, but she felt like she was the host here, so she 
decided that she'd make some food for her guests.<p> 

"Mom, you'd never even recognise it, I sure didn't." Hiccup told as 
he walked over to a basket of fish with a plate. Calmly grabbing some 
fish while preventing Toothless from grabbing some. "Where they used 
to build weapons they now build saddles, wing slings, they even fix 
dragon teeth." He stated excitedly. "You wouldn't believe how much 
everything had changed." 

Stoick smiled, it still pained him to hear his son speak of Berk like 
he wasn't a part of it, but he just hoped that would change again one 
day. "Your son's changed Berk for the better." Stoick said happily. 

"I believe we did well with this one Val . " He said to her as he 
calmly rested his hands on her shoulders. 

She tensed under his touch, forgetting to balance the plate she was 
holding, the food sliding off and dropping on the ground. Before 
someone could intervene or tell him no to Toothless quickly tried to 
grab it, but Cloudjumper was faster, snatching the food up from the 
ground and swallowing it whole. The black dragon looked sadly at the 
ground, sniffing calmly to see if he could find some leftovers. 



"I'm a" Valka began nervously, "a little out of practise." 

"Well, I didn't marry you for your cooking." Stoick joked gently, 
scolding herself for scaring her like that. He should have known to 
take it easier on her. 

Hiccup took the other plate and calmly walked to the rest of the 
group, who were sitting next to their dragons. "I hope not." Gobber 
commented as he took some food from the plate. "Her meatballs could 
kill more men than a battle-axe." He said as Hiccup passed the food 
to the rest. 

"Still got a few knocking around in here." Gobber jokes as he took a 
bite from the food, his face instantly turning. The others also took 
a bite, and everyone could agree that it had a rather strong taste 
that was difficult to like. Everyone except for Astrid, who calmly at 
her share. The others quickly handed their food to their dragons, 
they'd get something else when they'd get the chance . 

"And once you move back in, with all your dragons." Hiccup continued 
excitedly as he returned to his parents. "Drago won't even stand a 
chance . " 

"Slow down son." Stoick said as Valka walked to a small stream to get 
some water. "This is a lot to take in." 

"Oh," Hiccup said disappointed but understanding. 

Then, an idea popped into Stoick 's head, it was daring, and he might 
look extremely foolish, but he had to try it. He was curious. As 
Hiccup calmly walked back towards the others Stoick lipped his lips, 
making sure they weren't too dry. He softly cleared his throat, and 
whistled softly. 

Hiccup calmly sat down next to Gobber, watching curiously as Gobber 
looked at him. "Oh, I love this one." He said softly as he looked 
back at Stoick and Valka. 

Hiccup hadn't heard his father whistle often, so he was surprised at 
how good he was at it. Stoick calmly continued as he approached 
Valka, noticing he had caught her attention, since the pot she was 
trying to fill was now no longer under the stream, instead a bit off 
centre, the water falling on the side of it instead on inside it. 

He took the pot from her, since he could see how her grip on it had 
loosened, and a breaking pot would surely ruin the mood he was trying 
to set. He gently place it on a rock next to her. 

"Remember our song, Val?" Stoick asked, his voice low and raspy. He 
looked at her, but she didn't look back, instead focusses on the rock 
in front of her. 

"I'll swim and sail on savage seas," Stoick softly began, hoping to 
remind her or refresh her memory of it. His voice was still heavy and 
a bit raspy, but that was probably also a part nerves. "With never 
fear of drowning." 

The rest looked calmly at the two, but luckily they were so occupied 
with each other that they didn't notice. "And gladly ride the waves 
of life." Stoick continued, his voice slowly turning from telling a 



story to actually slowly singing. "If you will marry me." 

He paused for a second, looking for any reaction of her. "No 
scorching sun, nor freezing cold." He continued slowly, stoking her 
face, trying to get her to look at him. "Will" 

"Will stop me on my journey!" Gobber exclaimed loudly, relieving some 
of the tension but also getting annoyed looks form everyone except 
for Valka, who was still refusing to look at anyone. "Sorry, he 
softly apologised as he sat down again." 

Stoick looked at him angrily, slowly turning back to Valka. "If you 
will promise me your heart." He continued, taking her hand gently, 
guiding it to his chest. Hope rising as he felt her hand grip his 
every so softly. "And love" He said hopefully, hoping that she'd 
remember. But as no response came he sighed sadly. 

"And love me for eternity." Valka softly sang as she turned, Stoick 
following her with open eyes and a hope-filled heart. She took a 
raspy breath, the song slowly came back to her, and she hoped that 
she'd remember more as sang. 

"My dearest one, my darling dear." She sang, her voice clear and 
beautiful. "Your mighty words astound me." 

"But I've no need of mighty deeds," She sang as she raised her arm, 
waiting for Stoick to do the same. He did quickly, and they started 
their dance slowly, waiting for Valka to get the hang of it, which 
she quickly did. "when I feel your arms around me." 

Stoick laughed as he got more excited. "But I would bring you rings 
of gold, " He continued to sing as they danced, kneeling down to let 
Valka dance around him. "I'd even sing you poetry." He sang as he 
stood up, Valka accidentally bumping into him. "And I would keep you 
from all harm!" He sand loudly, as if making a clear statement, "if 
you would stay beside me." 

"I have no use for rings of gold," Valka sang as Stoick stopped. 
Hiccup watching in amazement, seeing Ragnar stand up in the corner of 
his eyes. "I care not for your poetry." She continued, as he turned 
his head, seeing Ragnar offer his hand to Heather, who looked 
quest ioningly at him, but he could see how her strong faA§ade that 
she had been wearing melted as she stood up and accepted his offer 
for a dance. "I only want you hand to hold." Valka sang as she and 
Stoick continued to dance. Hiccup turning his head to see where 
Astrid was, hoping he could pull the same trick as Ragnar. 

"I only want you near me!" Stoick finished. Hiccup looked at Astrid' s 
place, finding it empty, he wondered where she was until he felt a 
soft and gentle hand roughly pull him up, in his absence he stumbled 
forward, landing in Astrid' s arms. 

"To love, to kiss, to sweetly hold, " Stoick and Valka both continued. 
Heather and Ragnar danced calmly together, but Hiccup was actively 
being led by Astrid, who found great joy in leading him around and 
making him do sudden turns. "For the dancing and the dreaming," They 
continued, everyone's feet making soft thuds on the stone floor, 
except for Gobber 's and Hiccup's whose prosthetics made rhythmic 
sounds as they danced. "Through all lives' sorrows and delights" 

"I'll keep your laugh inside me" 



"I'll swim and sail on savage seas," They both continued, our two 
assssins dancing happily in the background, "with never fear of 
drowning." Stoick and Valka sang while Ragnar twisted Heather. "And 
gladly ride the waves of live, " The song continued as Astrid led 
Hiccup into yet another twist, the boy having trouble keeping on his 
feet. "If you will marry me!" They finished, as Stoick lifted Valka 
up in the air. 

While Gobber was still busy finishing the final word of the song, for 
which he needed an incredible amount of time. Once he was finished he 
looked around. To his left stood Ragnar, Heather calmly in his arms, 
and Gobber wishing they'd either find a room or pull his hood over 
his face. To his right stood Astrid, Hiccup literally in her arms, 
being carried by Astrid, a confused look on his face. The other 
riders laughing behind them. In front of him stood Stoick and Valka, 
gently holding each other in their arms. 

Stoick calmly looked at her, his eyes gentle and kind. "I thought I'd 
have to die before we'd have that dance again." He said softly, a bit 
out of breath. 

"No need for drastic measures." Valka commented, also out of 
breath . 

"For you my dear, " Stoick said gently as he kneeled down, holding her 
hand. "Anything." 

Valka looked at Stoick, he sat the same way he had sat so many years 
ago, only older, and wiser. "Will you come home Val?" He asked softly 
as he looked up at her. "Will you be my wife once again?" Toothless 
walked past her, pushing her into Stoick, who calmly caught 
her . 

Astrid walked over. Hiccup still calmly in her arms, a hand around 
her neck. "We can be a family." Stoick said as Astrid put Hiccup down 
again. Stoick looked at Valka. "What do you say?" 

"Well" Valka began, as nervous as she'd been that day many years ago, 
she giggled, excitement rushing through her body. Toothless decided 
this would also be a good time to press himself into the bundle of 
people. "Yes." She said. 

"Great!" Gobber said as he joined the group that stood hugged 
together. "I'll do the cooking." Earning a laugh from 
everyone . 

Hiccup was pulled from the group by Ragnar, who wore a calmer 
expression then when he first saw him earlier. "Did you come to your 
senses?" He asked looking at Hiccup. "No more suddenly running 
off . " 

"Probably not." He said with a sarcastic smile. "But I can't promise 
anything . " 

"At least for a good year or so." He muttered as he gave Hiccup a 
strong hug. "Quite a hefty day?" 


"Quite." Hiccup answered as he looked at his parents. "But that can't 
distract us too much." 



"I agree, should we take the girls and continue?" Ragnar asked. "We 
did say they could come." 

"If they still want to, they are free to come." Hiccup said as he 
grabbed his book. "We could use another pair of eyes." 

"Why's that?" Ragnar asked as he looked how Hiccup unfolded the 
chart . 

"Well, the location is given as exactly where the fortress was." 
Hiccup explained as he stretched the map out. "But I didn't see 
anything there." 

"We'll look again." Ragnar said. "Better this time." 

**AN: ** 

**It's time for a soviet reunion,** 

**I don't know why I felt the strong compulsion to put that 
there . * * 

**Another one done in a week. And that's not all the writing I've 
been doing. I've started on the next story, and I mostly try to limit 
myself to working on that after I finish a chapter for this but that 
isn't really working yet. But I was wondering if anyone is willing to 
read through the chapters for me. A part of it is Beta'ing to check 
if the grammar is correct, and another part is just seeing if I got 
it right. My goal is to have the complete story finished before 
uploading it, so that I can calmly make changes as they come and make 
sure everything is in order, something that I've noticed is sometimes 
a problem with my other stories. Sometimes I'm on chapter 12 or 18 or 
something and I'm thinking. "Man, I wish I had done that differently 
in chapter 5." So hopefully this will eliminate those problems. I've 
currently finished chapter 1 and 2 and am halfway with 4. I didn't 
feel like writing 3 yet. I also got a complete overview of the story 
per chapter, so if you're interested in that, do tell.** 

**So yea, if someone is interested in that, PM me. Also, if people 
are interested in previews or something like that. Tell me, I could 
post a few little previews on my Tumblr. Haven't really got anyhting 
else to show there besides drawings, pictures of bunkers, and the 
occasional picture of preparing simulations. So yea, that's what I 
had to say really.** 

**Take Care** 
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24. Chapter 24, Back to the fortress 

The next morning they rose early. The sun was still hidden behind the 
horizon, but a soft glow could already be seen. The clouds were 
already lit in the distance. He calmly looked at the sky, a few 
clouds hanging in it but beside that not much. The sky would be 
bright blue today, and the weather would be excellent for flying. 
They'd be able to cross the distance to the fortress with ease. 



The wind blew gently into his hair as Hiccup watched out across the 
sea. Toothless stood beside him, the dragon calmly watching as some 
Terrible Terrors fought over a fish they had taken from Valka's 
supply. The large black dragon was jealous, because of their size and 
cuteness they could manage to get more fish than they could eat, but 
the large Night Fury would always be caught if he tried anything. 

He huffed softly as he noticed his rider walking towards him. He 
wined softly and looked at the fish that the Terrible Terrors had, 
before looking back at Hiccup. Hiccup followed his gaze, and clearly 
understood his dragon. 

"Oh no." He began, denying the dragon of the second breakfast he 
would always adore. "You've already had your share, and you emptied 
the entire basket." 

Toothless lowered his head, looking up at Hiccup his large green 
eyes. He really looked like a scared little puppy this way, beside 
the fact that he was easily twice his size. Hiccup looked at his 
dragon, knowing that he shouldn't, for the large beast was a master 
at convincing him of things that he knew he shouldn't do, like give 
his dragon more breakfast. 

"No, not now at least." He said, already twisting from his original 
plan. "Perhaps we can grab a few on the way there." 

The dragon happily jumped up. He was always in for a mid-flight 
snack. And they often also lead to a few stunts and a bit of playing 
in the sky. So he really didn't mind this offer. He jumped back into 
the cave, where Ragnar, Heather and Astrid were already saddling up 
and preparing. Hiccup had risen a bit earlier, and had managed to 
finish his checklist before the others were out of their sleeping 
bags . 

He calmly walked back into the cave, following the sound of Toothless 
knocking into dragons, before it turned into Toothless knocking into 
people. He walked around the corner, and could quickly see what had 
happened. In his excited stage Toothless had managed to jump on 
Stormfly's back, startling her and causing her to run towards Astrid, 
who quickly began calming the Nadder in the hopes that it would stop 
pushing her against the wall. Then he had proceeded to jump on 
Ragnar, who was knocked over quickly, shooting an annoyed look at the 
Night Fury. Toothless had proceeded to leave the area, running off 
into one of the caves with an empty basket in his mouth, trying to 
get someone to chase him. 

"Is he always that playful?" Valka asked as she looked at the dragon, 
who was standing a few meters into the cave. Waiting for someone to 
come play with him. 

"Playful?" Ragnar asked irritated as he got up from the ground. 
"Annoying you mean, or destructive." 

"He usually is." Hiccup answered with a smile, looking how the dragon 
was teasing everyone to come and grab the basket from him. "Makes it 
hard to believe we called him the unholy offspring of lightning and 
death . " 

"Sure does." Stoick said as he joined them, Gobber calmly walking 
behind him. "Strange that we used to fear this one the most of 



all . " 


"Ah, well, times have changed." Gobber said jovially as he calmly 
walked towards grump, the large dragon still sleeping calmly. "By now 
each of these reptiles is just a weak little fluffy dragon." He said 
as he scratched the dragon, which slowly stirred in its 
sleep . 

"What's the plan for today son?" Stoick asked as he watched Gobber 
treat Grump, who had now waken up but had only rolled over to allow 
Gobber to rub his belly. 

"Ragnar and I are following the last lead." He said calmly, grabbing 
his journal and showing the crudely drawn map that he had made of the 
images the dragon eye gave them. It wasn't much, but it was clear 
enough to use. "Astrid and Heather are joining us." 

Stoick nodded as he looked at the map. The location was about as far 
away from Berk as the nest was, and it would probably just be half a 
day of flight for them to get there. Probably quicker, knowing Hiccup 
and Ragnar ' s speed. 

"Sounds good." He said as Hiccup packed his book again. "Me and the 
others will be heading back to Berk." He said. "To make plans for 
Valka's return." 

"Ah, that'll be tricky indeed." Gobber added. "We'll need some 
serious improvements for the hangar for all those dragons." He said 
as he swung his arm around Stoick 's neck, using him to take some 
pressure of his back foot. "Especially that big one." 

"Wish I could help." Hiccup said as he saw Toothless coming back from 
the cave, pieces of the destroyed basket hanging from his saddle, and 
a guilty look on his face. "But we have to get this done 
first . " 

"We'll help as soon as we're done." Hiccup said as he approached 
Toothless, removing the pieces of basket from the saddle and 
scratching the large black dragon. "We'll be back soon." 

"Alright." Stoick said as Skullcrusher came over to him from the far 
side of the cave, the dragon as big and calm as the chief usually 
was. "Be careful Hiccup." Stoick said as he placed his hand on the 
large nose of the Rumblehorn. "All of you." 

"Aren't we always?" Hiccup said as he mounted Toothless, earning 
questioning looks from almost everyone in the room, except for his 
mother, who wore an amused and curious expression. He decided not to 
look too long, the last thing he needed was another over protective 
parent . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The weather was calm and clear, indeed perfect for flying as 
Hiccup had expected. There was a gentle wind that blew through the 
sky as they travelled towards the trappers' fortress, since it was 
almost an exact match to the location the dragon eye had given 
them . <p> 

They were all glad that the weather was on their side, since these 



parts of the archipelago were often subjected to snowstorms and 
blizzards, which could slow them down, and in the worst case, ground 
them completely. 

It wasn't too difficult to find the way towards the nest, since 
Ragnar had remembered the way that Skullcrusher had led them. Hiccup 
hadn't paid much attention to the way he was travelling, since he was 
taken, since he had been flying off in a single direction for the 
first part, and he hadn't been able to get a good grasp on the way 
they were heading after he had been grabbed. 

It was good that his mother hadn't explained to the others how they 
had met, since Ragnar wouldn't let him hear the end of it. He was 
kind off emberassed about it too, he hadn't expected to just be 
grabbed from behind, but then he should have expected something 
besides just the vigilantly flying in front of him. He should have 
expected a trap, and he should have watched his back. 

But then again, if he had done that, he might have never met her. And 
if he didn't, his dad also wouldn't have been reunited with Valka. So 
from that perspective it was definitely a good thing that he hadn't 
noticed the dragon coming in behind him. But he would be perfectly 
happy with keeping that between his mother and himself. It could be 
their little secret. 

"I think it's here somewhere." Ragnar said as he looked around the 
islands. All he needed to find was that one island that was covered 
in an ungodly amount of ice, littered with destroyed pieces of ships 
and fortress walls. "It should be." 

"Shouldn't be too hard to spot." Heather commented, looking around to 
find the light blue ice that the Bewilderbeast had used to destroy 
the trappers fortress. The sharp icy spikes certainly would stand out 
in the rocky environment. 

"There!" Astrid said as she pointed south of them. She spotted a 
glimpse of the ice between two islands, and the group quickly changed 
their course. The destroyed fortress slowly came into view, scattered 
pieces of wood and sails still hanging from the large ice-covered 
rock that the fortress and dock had been on. 

They flew a large circle around it, last time they arrived they were 
surprised by the trappers who inhabited the destroyed fortress, but 
now, it seemed deserted. The few fires that had been lit when they 
arrived there yesterday were now extinguished, and didn't even smoke 
anymore. Flaps and doors of houses and tents were blown open by the 
wind, and it seemed like no one had put any effort into keeping them 
closed . 

"Looks deserted." Ragnar said softly as they circled the destroyed 
fortress. A few carts were left on the stone and wood dock, left 
behind as a victim for the elements. They would be left to slowly rot 
or rust away, eventually breaking as wild dragons came across and 
would use the parts for nests or shelters. 

"I know." Hiccup said as he looked at the docks, the area abandoned 
and stripped of any crates and barrels, except for a few which were 
either damaged or tipped over, but clearly empty. "Let's take a 
closer look . " 



A small correction in the tail send Toothless steering towards the 
fortress, the dragon looking around him warily, making sure that they 
weren't being lead into a trap or about to be ambushed. The other 
three followed swiftly, each of them keeping a fair distance for each 
other, so if they were attacked they wouldn't be an easy target for 
one net . 

They flew around the fortress closer, each time they passed by 
checking closely for any sign of live, but finding none each time. 

All they found were left huts, even some weapons that had started to 
rust from being exposed to the salty air of the sea. It didn't take 
long for them to realise that what remained of the fortress was 
completely abandoned. 

"What happened here?" Heather asked. The previous day this fortress 
had been manned by at least a dozen men. Each of them armed and 
equipped with weapons to take down some of the most agile and 
strongest dragons they knew. 

"Looks like they left." Astrid said as she landed on the stone dock. 
Stormfly's claws scraping the stone. "Must have packed up and left on 
that ship we stopped." 

"Well, should make our job easier." Ragnar said as he landed and slid 
of the back of Bolt. "That temple should be somewhere around here, 
right ? " 

Hiccup nodded calmly, this was exactly the island that the dragon eye 
had shown them. It was the most centre island in a group of six, and 
the trappers just had to pick that one for their fortress. It wasn't 
surprising, it allowed for the easiest placement of a dock, which was 
definitely needed for such a remote outpost. It also granted them the 
best sight around, while also keeping hidden behind the rest of the 
islands. So that would suggest that they had chosen this location 
just for the sake of strategic advantage, but Hiccup felt like there 
was more to it than just that. 

"Let's spread out." Hiccup yelled to the others as he landed near a 
small abandoned hut. "Search for anything that can give us a clue for 
the location of the next lens." 

The rest landed calmly, fanning out and scouring the abandoned huts 
and tents that the trappers had left behind. The huts were unlocked 
and open, allowing them to easily excess the various buildings around 
the destroyed fortress. 

The soft smell of fire hung lightly in the air, and embers could 
often be found inside fireplaces and pits, as well as torched which 
were still smouldering softly, just a little bit. It looked like the 
trappers hadn't been in a hurry when they left, since they had 
carefully collected everything in the houses. The buildings were 
devoid of food, clothing, and blankets. Anything that you would take 
if you were certain that you would never return to a location again. 
It seemed that the destroyed fortress was at the end of its use, all 
because of the devastating attack of one dragon. 

Scouring the houses was a boring and simple task, tip a few tables, 
pull a few drawers open, empty some closets, it really didn't take 
much effort to turn the rooms upside down and litter them with cups, 
plates, and any other materials the trappers hadn't taken with them. 



Hiccup kept his eyes on the lookout for parchment, or pieces of 
paper. Anything that could have hints on it where this temple could 
be. Anything that could help them to at least find the entrance, and 
hope that the Templars hadn't gotten to it before them. 

As he traversed through the messy room of yet another ransacked home 
he heard the soft crunching of paper. He looked down, seeing the 
small yellowed paper on the ground. It was stuck underneath his metal 
leg, pinched between the two irons of the prosthetic. He stepped off 
it, bending down to grab it carefully, not wanting to tear the thin 
paper . 

He unfolded it gently, it looked like someone was trying to make a 
note or letter, but decided halfway through that it would be best to 
never send it. The text slowly came into view. And Hiccup read it 
carefully . 

It begun with: _Dear Drago. _But Drago had been crossed out, replaced 
by _Sir Bludvist. _Looks like this was still the draft of the 
eventual letter. The next sentence was completely crossed and 
striped, blocking out what had been written there by other lines. So 
they would never know what stood there. 

He continued, and the next sentence looked like the start of the 
letter. _We wanted to bring something to your notice. _It read, 
indicating that the trappers had found something they wanted to bring 
to the attention of Drago, but eventually decided not to. Hiccup 
hoped that it would prove to be a foolish mistake. 

_While digging a new well, Stimn fell through the bottom of it, and 
beneath is a large chasm. _Hiccup read as his eyes scanned the runes 
calmly. _We threw a torch down there and it landed on some sort of 
scaf folding ._ The letter explained, and Hiccup's hope rose slightly. 
Perhaps this was part of another Temple. And if the scaffolding was a 
part of it, then perhaps it was still being build, which could prove 
to be an interesting discovery for them. 

He snapped out of his distracting thought, focussing back on the 
letter in his hands. He searched for the part where he left off, and 
found it quickly. _We didn't recall any caverns dug during the build 
of the fortress, and we are pretty sure that this isn't a recent 
addition ._ 

_The trapping is going fine, we'll send a few ships over soon. _The 
second lest sentence read, before the letter ended, signed by the 
person who had at one point wished to send it. _Eret, son of 
Eret ._ 

Hiccup didn't know whether they never send it because they didn't 
want more Templar interverance with their busyness or if they forgot. 
Or perhaps they had send the message and the Templars still needed to 
come, or they already had. He checked the date that was written on 
the letter. It was less than a year old. But that didn't mean too 
much. They'd have to investigate anyway. Perhaps they could find 
something . 

"I got something!" Hiccup yelled loudly as he exited the house. 
Holding the crumpled letter in the air with pride. He walked over to 
the nearest ladder, since a well for fresh water would probably be a 
little deeper into the small sea stack, far enough for the salty sea 



to not contaminate it. Ragnar came out of a small house a few levels 
lower, standing on the other side of the walkway that the ladder was 
on . 

"What did you find?" He asked curiously. Hoping that it would indeed 
lead to the temple, since he didn't really feel like ransacking more 
homes . 

"Some kind of letter." Hiccup explained as he climbed the ladder to 
the top, Astrid and Heather coming out of the houses they were 
searching and following him. "Seems like they found something while 
digging a well." 

The rest followed up the ladder quickly as Hiccup explored the 
destroyed fortress. It was difficult to picture what it would have 
looked like before the attack by the Bewilderbeast , since the large 
icy mountain. He stood at what could have been the courtyard of the 
fort, since shattered cages and weapon racks could be vaguely spotted 
mixed with the other materials of the fortress. The ground was 
littered with beams, planks, rocks, pieces of rope and other 
materials . 

"Alright." Hiccup said to himself, looking around to spot the old 
fashioned stone round basic with a bucket of a rope. That was after 
all what most wells looked like back on Berk, and even during his 
time in the south he had learned that wells don't change a whole lot. 
They are usually all just a large hole in the ground that had a 
bucket on a rope. "We're looking for a well." 

He scanned the surroundings, but there wasn't anything that looked 
close to a well in sight. The only thing they could see were large 
pieces of building lodged between the chunks of building that 
littered the island. It seemed like they would have to scour the icy 
destruction to search for the well, if it wasn't destroyed in the 
fight . 

"Well, this might be difficult." Ragnar said as he observed the utter 
wreck that the higher part of the base was. He had expected this part 
to be the most hit of all, since walls and large defences would have 
come down on top of it, but he hadn't expected this mixture of 
materials and ice. 

They scoured the ruins, checking underneath the rubble and inside 
destroyed buildings. They searched for anything that could resemble a 
well, a basin against a rock wall, a hope deep enough to collect the 
rainwater from the entire island and store it for a few weeks. A well 
could come in many forms . 

"Over here!" The others heard Heather call out while they were 
scouring the courtyard, but as they looked around they couldn't spot 
her. She called out again, and they discovered that the sound came 
from a small crack between two large shards of ice. They slowly 
walked through the small cave inside the icy mountain. And discovered 
Heather, looking down a traditional well, completely untouched by the 
icy attack. 

"Could this be it?" She asked as she looked down into it. She 
couldn't see far, since the ice above them covered out the sun. 

Ragnar grabbed a piece of wood from the ground, giving it to Hiccup, 
who lit it. He threw it down the well, expecting to see the soft 



flame die as it hit water, but instead it landed with a soft 
thud . 

"Is it dry?" Ragnar asked from besides the well, but as he looked 
down he could see what the answer was . 

"It looks like scaffolding." Hiccup muttered softly, looking around 
him for something to use for getting down the well. He found a thick 
and long coil of rope, he calmly grabbed it and walked over to a 
large shard of ice that stood at the edge of the small cave. He tied 
the rope around it and threw the rest of it down the well, heading a 
soft thud as it hit the scaffolding. 

"Well, let's go." He said as he swung his leg over the edge of the 
stone well, Astrid immediately grabbed the rope after him and 
followed him down. Ragnar and Heather waited at the top, since it 
probably wasn't smart to go down all at once. If someone slipped he 
would take down everyone underneath them, and although they didn't 
expect anyone to do so, it was still a risk to considerate. Beside 
that there was also the chance that the large ice shard that they had 
used as anchor point wouldn't be able to hold the weight, and break, 
which would leave them without any way of getting back up. 

"We're down!" They heard Astrid yell from the well, her voice echoing 
as it reached the top. "You can come now." 

It didn't take long for them to follow, and soon the four of them 
stood calmly on the wooden platform. It creaked softly as the last of 
the four landed on it. Hiccup ignited inferno, and quickly 
extinguished the burning wood, since the scaffolding they stood on 
also looked quite flammable. 

"What is this place?" Heather asked as she tried to look around. All 
she could recognize was a rocky wall to her left side, probably the 
side of the cavern they were in. To her right she could only see 
darkness, and from the way their voices echoed in the distance she 
guessed that the cavern was rather big. 

"I don't know." Hiccup answered honestly as he walked a bit over the 
scaffolding, the rest following him to keep close to the source of 
light. "These scaffoldings don't look like they're meant for 
exploration purposes." 

"Heavy duty." Ragnar observed as he looked at the way they were 
build. It wasn't that much rope and knots, it was mainly careful and 
delicate craftsmanship and wood cut joints to keep them in place. As 
well as nails, something that was almost never used for scaffolds. 
"Pretty strong stuff." 

They kept walking. Hiccup taking the lead since he had the fire, the 
rest carefully following him. The scaffolding creaked lightly, but 
didn't move an inch. It looked incredibly old, but still hold well. 
Probably because it was pretty cut off from any elements. 

There were extinguished torched on the walls and scaffoldings. And 
Hiccup made sure to light them when they walked past them. Nightmare 
saliva only burned so long, and he couldn't rely on it to burn for 
the complete trip. 


"Do you have any idea what this is?" Ragnar asked as he looked 



around, the light of the fire glistering off the wet rock walls. 

"This place is strange." 

"Something was being build here." Hiccup said as he observed a stone 
archway, it began at their left side, and slowly rose above them, 
crossing the cavern towards the other side, but it disappeared into 
the darkness before they could see the other wall. "But they never 
got to finish it." 

As they continued it became more evident that it was indeed an 
abandoned building site. Small cranes were connected to the 
scaffolding, used to transport heavy goods from one level to another 
one. The scaffolding became even more reinforced and stronger here. 
Like they needed it to be stronger for some reason. 

"Has anyone seen the bottom yet?" Astrid asked as she looked beside 
the catwalk they were currently walking on. She grabbed a small rock 
from the scaffold and threw it down, waiting for a sound to indicate 
it had it the bottom. 

They all stood silent, until after a good 20 seconds they heard a 
soft thud echo around the cave. They looked at each other, realising 
that that meant that it was indeed extremely deep, and that the 
scaffold would probably be the only thing that kept them from falling 
the hundred meters down. 

"There it is." Hiccup answered with an unsure smile. "Sounds pretty 
far down . " 

"Sure does." Ragnar said absently as he squinted his eyes. Looking at 
the other side of the cavern, where he could see a dim light. It had 
a blueish glow, and gave him a familiar feeling. "What's that?" He 
asked as he pointed at it, focussing the rest's attention to 
it . 

"Seems familiar." Hiccup said as he looked at it. The light was 
difficult to spot because his eyes were so used to the bright burning 
of his sword. And it took him a while before he could really see 
clearly. It had a square shape, and looked like some kind of 
entrance. "Looks like there's some path or entrance there." 

"But how do we get there?" Heather asked as she looked at the edge of 
the scaffolding they stood on. There wasn't exactly a safe and sturdy 
bridge to the other side. 

"That might be difficult." Hiccup said as he looked at an old rope 
with a small platform hanging from it by a pulley, probably some kind 
of way across. The rope had already sagged and the little gondola 
hung in the middle of the cavern, and looked like it could break any 
second. "But it might be tricky." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The water was pushed away from the large bows of the catamaran, 
creating high waves and a large wake behind the ship. Smaller vessels 
beside it swayed softly in these waves. But otherwise continued to 
sail calmly. The sea was calm, and the wind stood in the good 
direction. They'd arrive soon.<p> 


Beside the large ship Eret stood calmly on the bow, hanging on to the 



ropes of the vessel. On the deck he could feel the salt water spray 

up in the air as his ship heaved on the waves. The ship rising on the 

large waves that the ship beside them created. 

They weren't even going that fast, their small boat could go a lot 
quicker. But not when they sailed with such a large armada, then they 
were grounded by the slowest of their ships, which in this case was 
their flagship. 

He had hoped to not be a part of this, to be able to sneak out and 
head another way before the armada would leave the secluded ice-caves 
where they hid. But luck wasn't on their side. They had quickly been 
overtaken, even when they travelled with full sails, and they were 
slotted into the large formation of the armada. 

He was nervous. A feeling he didn't get to experience often. They 
didn't have any large equipment on their ship. And they weren't part 
of any planned groups in the battle. They didn't have any siege 
equipment to operate, or any traps to spring on unsuspecting dragons. 
They only had their most basic weapons and tools. Nothing that would 
aid them in any large scale battle. 

He had a bad feeling about it, really bad. He felt like they would be 
used as cannon fodder, as bait. As expendable soldiers that could 
rush the enemy gates for them. Taking the brunt of the enemy 
defences. It was a death sentence. 

Well, at least they'd go down fighting. He thought as he looked at 
the horizon. It was clear and blue, calm and peaceful. Except for one 
thing, and it made his stomach twist and turn. Giving him a bad 
feeling of fear and impending doom. It gave him fear, although he'd 
never admit that to his fellow crewmembers. But the way that their 
target stood out on the horizon only signalled one thing, the first 
start of their own and actual attacks. No more negotiating or 
planning. No more subtle takeovers and clever cutting off of 
villages. No, they were here, they were out of hiding, and soon 
they'd rule the archipelago. 

It sounded so good, so glorious, and so noble. So why was he getting 
this strange gut feeling as he saw the large icy nest grow larger on 
the horizon? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun pierced their eyes like a sharp knife, stinging as rays 
of light hit their eyes as they exited the small icy cave in which 
the well stood. They had thrown the rope down the well, making sure 
that there was no direct evidence that they had ever been down there. 
The assassins had left content, they had found a new lens, which 
meant that the Templars would have excess to one less.<p> 

However, not everyone had exited the cavern happy. 

"Don't you ever dare do that again." Heather scolded Ragnar as they 
walked to their dragons. They had been the first to go across with 
the little gondola, and Ragnar had kicked the small craft off before 
Heather had gotten a good hold, which had given her quite a scare. He 
had apologized and everything was fine, until he had decided to do 
the same thing on the way back too. The second time Heather hadn't 
been so forgiving, especially since she could see his smug smile when 



she had regained her balance. 


"I'll end you . 


"Noted." He said as he shot a look at Hiccup, who was walking out 
with Astrid by his side, who was checking his arm to see if he was 
hurt. Hiccup had been the last to cross on the way back, since the 
weight of his armour and weapons and that of Astrid' s was thought to 
as too much to cross the gap. Boy, had that been fun to explain to 
her . 

Anyway, in the end, Astrid went first and afterwards Hiccup had gone, 
only the gondola had supported its share of adventurers for the day, 
and halfway through the trip the rope slowly started unravel, and 
soon enough you could hear the soft twangs as individual lines of the 
coil broke. 

Luckily Hiccup had a good reaction time, and he had quickly realised 
that he had to jump off the little platform while it still supported 
his weight. He had used his wings to glide a bit towards the base of 
the scaffolding, but had made quite an impact with it. And the 
scaffolding didn't really budge. 

He had climbed up to the rest of the group with ease, while the rest 
shouted encouraging words down at him. But Astrid still felt like it 
was necessary to keep a good eye on the hurt arm, especially since 
she had punched him first for being so reckless, before apologizing 
for her impulsive and aggressive behaviour. In the end it wouldn't be 
sure which bruises came from the fall and which from Astrid. But that 
was a minor detail. 

The dragons welcomed them with excitement. They had only been gone 
for about an hour, but the large reptiles were still overjoyed to see 
their safe and well. Dragons were scratched by their riders, riders 
were tackled by their overjoyed dragons. The group calmly mounted 
their dragons, ready to head home. 

**AN: ** 
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to continue normally again.** 

**I want to thanks everyone for their patience. It has been difficult 
to find time and energy to write with the holidays, a week full of 
exams, and general busyness at school. I hope to be able to update 
every two weeks again at least, and with a bit of luck more often. 

I'm noticing that my well of motivation is slowly running dry for 
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continue with bigger, better and larger stories. :D** 

**Anyway, have a nice day, thanks for the patience. And I hope to see 
you all soon.** 

**Take Care!** 
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25. Chapter 25, A nest of trouble 



They calmly flew, the wind carrying them towards Berk. It was quite 
the flight from the fortress back to their village. Especially since 
they didn't have the wind in their backs. It came from the side, 
neither helping them nor slowing them down. But still cold and rather 
annoying . 

It was calm though, the cold winds only being felt on uncovered skin, 
and they could see the occasional bird or dragon far away from them, 
usually flying near some sort of landmass. Or above a school of 
f ish . 

Their dragons would sense the source of food too, and although they 
were perfectly being taken care of, which meant that they received 
proper and large meals multiple times during the day; they would 
still turn their heads towards the packs of circling dragons. They'd 
coo softly, trying to alert their riders that they wished to join the 
others in a mid-flight snack. A dragon's appetite was difficult to 
sate . 

Their riders had to be stern though, they'd let their fearsome beast 
stop often enough, and in springtime the seas weren't exactly 
hot-springs, so they denied, keeping an eye on each other and the 
goal on the horizon. Berk. 

Besides being the most deadly dragons of their formation. They were 
probably also the most spoiled. Since where a dragon like Stormfly 
would only squawk once at the school of fish, before before returning 
to a normal flight after a denial by her Rider; Toothless and Bolt 
would coo and wine repeatedly, switching between their respective 
riders and the school of fish. Begging to be allowed to top their 
bellies off with just that little bit extra. 

Hiccup cursed softly to himself, his dragon was impossible to please. 
The relatively small Nightfury had the hunger of the Red Death. And 
through the years it had surprised Hiccup more and more that the 
dragon was never seen stealing any food. It didn't have to feed the 
huge dragon, which was understandable. But he did find it strange 
that he never decided to pick some for himself. 

Barrels with fish, racks with dried beef, they usually stood out in 
the open for anyone to take. Nadders and Zipplebacks often quickly 
got to them, sometimes even fighting for who could steal it. Gronkles 
preferred the tougher targets, like large nets from the ships at the 
harbour . 

But the Nightfury would never steal food, nor would he actively fight 
against the Viking defenders. He'd attack and destroy the catapult 
towers, that was a known fact. But he'd never shoot at Vikings or 
houses; something other dragons did plenty of time. 

But right now, while the fearsome and deadly dragon was looking at 
him with looks that even make the toughest of Vikings yield, he 
didn't recall any of that. Right now the dragon was like a huge 
kitten, a scaled and flying kitten that was, but still kitten-like. 

It had large dilated pupils and a soft and calm gummy smile. 

He was glad that Berk was growing closer and closer with the second, 
because he wasn't sure if he was strong enough to deny the dragon 
much longer. They calmly lowered, their dragons carefully keeping in 



mind that a dive too steep would cause them to gain speed, which 
didn't help with landing. So they slowed their descent. 

They landed calmly, close to the mead hall and near the Haddock home. 
They slid off their dragons calmly and looked at the mead hall. It 
had been a long day and they were getting rather hungry. 

"Mead hall?" Astrid asked the group, she knew the answer from most, 
but still wanted to confirm it. "Get something to eat?" 

"Sounds like a plan!" Heather said as she told Shimmer to go find 
herself some food, the tidal dragon quickly hurrying off towards one 
of the feeding bowls. 

Ragnar also send Bolt off to feed himself. He was certain that the 
dragon was already full enough, but off course that didn't stop the 
large beast. He followed the girls, but turned around to look at 
Hiccup . 

"I'm going to tell my dad what we found." Hiccup said as he held the 
lens in his hands. "I'll see you afterwards." 

"Okay." Ragnar said as he turned towards the Great hall, heading off 
to catch up with the girls. Hiccup turned to his home and started 
walking, quickly closing the distance. 

He still knocked before entering, and only opened the door when he 
heard his father yell from inside. Signalling him to come 
in . 

"Hiccup!" His father greeted him jovially. "How has your day 
been? " 

"Great." Hiccup said joyfully back, his father's happy mood was 
highly contagious. "We've got another lens for the dragon eye." 

"Did you now?" His father responded as he stirred in a soup that hung 
in a kettle above the fire. "Soup?" 

"Yes, please." Hiccup said as he sat down. Looking at his father with 
a smile. 

Stoick whistled softly as he poured some soup into a bowl for Hiccup. 
Hiccup remembered the song he whistled, since it had been the day 
before that Stoick was singing it with the love of his life. Stoick 
handed the soup to Hiccup. 

"Here you go." Stoick said as he got a bowl for himself and poured 
some in. The chief took a spoon and tasted some of the soup; it was 
tasty, but still too hot. So Stoick placed the spoon back in the 
bowl. "Now," He said as he calmly stirred in his wooden bowl. "Tell 
me about your day." 

"Wow, well." Hiccup began, surprised by his father's interest. "We 
headed back to the trappers fortress." 

"Ah, yes." Stoick said as he blew gently over his stew, hoping to 
cool it down. "Did you run into the trappers again?" 


"No, luckily not." Hiccup said as he thought back about the fortress. 



"Looked like they left that wreck for good." 


"Could be possible." Stoick muttered. Valka had told about what she 
had done to the trappers' fortress, with the help of the 
dragons . 

"We found this strange cavern underneath a well." Hiccup said as he 
grabbed some soup with his spoon. "There we found the second lens." 

He finished as he blew over the contents of his spoon before putting 
it in his mouth. 

"Good job son." Stoick said as he extended his arm and patted his son 
on the shoulder. As he did they locked eyes, staring at each other. 
The fire crackled softly next to them, supplying the room with heat 
and light. 

Stoick slowly removed his hand, clearing his throat as he looked at 
the fire. "I, eh" He began, having difficulty finding the right 
words. "I'm sorry, for," He thought deeply as he tried to formulate 
the sentence. "I," He said again. "I don't know how to say 
this . " 

Hiccup looked at his father with a curious expression. "What is it?" 
He asked with a raised eyebrow. 

"I don't know." Stoick repeated himself. "I'm in doubt." He said. 

"I'm in doubt about my choices yesterday." 

"On the ship?" Hiccup asked carefully, blowing over his bowl of 
soup . 

"Yes, on the ship." Stoick confirmed. "I'm not happy about what I 
said . " 

Hiccup looked up from his soup, Stoick still staring into the fire. 
The silence was strange, it had a tension that he couldn't 
describe . 

"I don't regret the things I said." Stoick began slowly. "Since they 
lead me to someone I feared I had lost forever." He said. Hiccup 
nodding softly. It was an understandable thought. 

"I guess that makes two of us." Hiccup said softly. "We're both not 
happy with it, but are glad with the results of it." 

"Yes." Stock said softly. "I think we're both happy to have Valka in 
our lives again." Stoick said, earning a smile from 
Hiccup . 

"Definitely." The assassin said softly, taking a sip from his soup, 
it was still just a bit too hot. 

"But that's not all." Stoick said. "I don't regret what I've done, 
but I don't want to do it again." 

Hiccup continued to nod, at least he and his father were agreeing on 
the fact that the discussion on the ship wasn't pleasant. 

"But, to be able to do that I need to understand you." Stoick said. 

"I need to know you." Stoick added as he looked at him. "You're my 



son. Hiccup." He said as he looked him in the eye. "But sometimes you 
feel like a stranger." 

"I can understand that." Hiccup said softly. It wasn't nice to hear 
your father say that he didn't know his son, but then again, it was 
logical. He had been gone for a long time, and had come back an 
entire different person. "Where should I begin?" 

"You don't have to tell me your story. Hiccup." Stoick said softly. 

"I can put the pieces from your tales together." He said. "But what I 
need to know is where the story ends." 

Hiccup looked at his father, a surprised look on his face. "Ends?" 
Hiccup asked. "What do you mean?" 

"You started on Berk, a village torn by the horrors of war." Stoick 
said, calmly eating a spoonful of soup. "You did the unthinkable, 
stopped the war. But then you left us." He said. 

"I thought I was casted out." Hiccup interrupted to defend himself. 

"I forgot some things and thought I couldn't return." He added. "You 
did say I wasn't your son." 

"I know. Hiccup." Stoick said sadly. "And I regret every word I spoke 
that day." He added, earning a smile from Hiccup again. "And you came 
back." Stoick said. "Boy turned man, a trained and skilled warrior." 
He said, complementing his son. 

"But?" Hiccup asked, feeling some kind of twist coming. 

"But you came here for a reason." Stoick said. "You came here with a 
mission." He added, afterwards staying silent to think how he was 
going to phrase the next part. 

"And?" Hiccup asked, looking at his father. 

Stoick sighed deeply, turning his gaze to the fire again. "I'm 
scared." He said softly. His eyes cast down onto the smouldering 
embers . 

"I'm sorry." Hiccup said, taken aback. "What?" 

"I'm scared. Hiccup." Stoick said, his eyes still locked on the fire 
pit. "I'm frightened." He said as he took a sip of his soup, 
moistening his throat. 

"I didn't think I'd ever hear that from you." Hiccup admitted as he 
too drank from his bowl. The soup now at a good temperature. 

"I doesn't happen often." Stoick said calmly. "And it's even rarer 
for me to admit it . " 

"But, why?" Hiccup asked as he looked at his father. 

"Because I don't want to lose you." Stoick said as he looked at his 
son. "Because every day I fear that I'll never see you 
again . " 

Hiccup had a soft smile on his lips. It was a sad thing his father 
mentioned, but it was nice to hear that he cared so much for him. 



"I can handle myself dad." Hiccup said. "And I've got Toothless and 
Ragnar to keep me in check." 

"It isn't that. Hiccup." Stoick said. "I don't fear your death." He 

said. "No, I do fear that, but less." He said, confusing himself a 

bit . 

"What do you fear then?" Hiccup asked curiously, he hoped that he 

could deter this fear that his father had, for both their sakes. 

"I fear losing you." Stoick said. "I fear that after this whole 
ordeal is done," Stoick began. "After you've found MjA^lnir, after 
you've defeated drago, " He continued, turning his chair to face 
Hiccup, "that you'll leave again." 

Hiccup looked at his father. He hadn't thought about what to do after 
Drago was done, he didn't think that far ahead. "I" Hiccup began. "I 
don ' t know . " 

"Me neither." Stoick said. "And that's okay, it's your life, your 
choices." He added. "And whatever you'll do, whether you'll leave or 
stay." Stoick continued. "I'm proud to call you my son." Stoick said. 
"But I don't know if I'll ever be able to forget you." 

Hiccup looked up, unnoticed by his father. Why did that sound so 
familiar? Why did that sentence echo around in his head like he threw 
water down a well? Why did it bring up blurred images, and a strange 
feeling? 

"Every day I feel like five years ago." Stoick continued. "When I 
walked through thick clouds of smoke, searching for you." Stoick said 
with a hoarse voice. "That moment I felt scared, more so then I had 
ever." He said. "I failed the most important member of our tribe." He 
said. "I failed you." 

Hiccup didn't catch the sentences, his mind was clouded, filled to 
the brim, at the edge of overflowing. His brain was clogged, filled 
with memories he didn't know he'd supress, things he didn't remember 
ever happened. 

"I feared that I'd lost you forever." Stoick continued without 
noticing the change in Hiccup's stare. It had gone from thoughtful 
and listening to absent and shocked. "I couldn't accept it for months 
to come." He continued. "I cried through the winter, sobbed through 
the spring." Stoick said. "I couldn't, wouldn't believe that I lost 
you . " 

Hiccup was still experiencing the world in his mind, images flying by 
so fast that he couldn't comprehend them. He felt war, extremely 
warm, hot. It wasn't the fire in the room, since he felt the burning 
heat on his back too. It came with the images in his head. Large 
flames, a sea of fire, and it was coming straight at him. 

He gasped loudly, shaking himself from the mixture of a daydream and 
a nightmare. His breathing was quick, and he looked around himself to 
make sure where he was, his hands a tight grip on the chair. Stoick 
looked at him shocked. 

"Are you alright. Hiccup?" He asked as he looked at him. "More 



soup? " 

"Erm, " Hiccup said, pressing a hand against his head. He had a 
headache, a bad one. It had come up from nowhere. "No, I, yes, 
please." He said, rubbing his temples with one hand. "I'd like some 
soup . " 

Stoick calmly poured more soup, a part of it had burned against the 
inside of the cauldron because they hadn't stirred it during their 
talk. But Stoick was careful and avoided it. He added another log to 
the fire. 

"Sorry, but what did you say?" Hiccup asked, it still flew around in 
his head. Like a dragon circling around a school of fish. 

"I couldn't believe I lost you?" Stoick said quest ioningly as he 
handed him the filled bowl. He wasn't sure what Hiccup meant. 

"No." Hiccup said as he took the new bowl of soup from Stoick. 
"Earlier . " 

"I searched through smoke?" Stoick summarized, trying to guess what 
Hiccup meant. 

"Not that." Hiccup said. "Eurther back." 

"That I'm proud?" Stoick asked. "That I'm proud to call you my 
son? " 


There it was, that heavy, almost hoarse voice, so sincere, so true. 
It was perfect. It was like a puzzle piece in the form of words. 
Eilling in that last blank, that last variable. It slotted perfectly 
in the picture, filling a gap that Hiccup hadn't realised 
existed . 

_I'm proud to call you my son._ 

"You said that to me." Hiccup said softly, earning a raised eyebrow 
from Stoick. "You did." 

"Yes." Stoick said softly. "I can say it again." He added. "If you'd 
like. " 

"No, no, not now." Hiccup said, looking at his father. "You said it, 
at the nest." 

Stoicks eyes grew large, he remembered too. "After you mounted 
Toothless." He said. "And prepared to fight the dragon." 

"Yea." Hiccup said. "When I mounted Toothless." He repeated as he 
looked at the ground. 

"I meant it then just as much as I do know." Stoick said. "I am 
proud . " 

"All that time?" Hiccup asked, trying to remember the full scene. It 
was still foggy and vague, but so were most of his memories around 
that time. 


"All that time." Stoick confirmed. "And before that too." He added. 



"I didn't realize what I had until I had lost it." 


"Wow." Hiccup said softly. "I never realised." 

"Doesn't matter." Stoick said as he blew air across his soup. "You 
know now . " 

"Yea." Hiccup said as he looked at his father, a smile on both their 
faces . 

It was silent, neither of them knew what to say. It felt like they 
could at least scrap a few things of the list of things that they 
needed to talk about. 

"I'm sorry." Hiccup said softly. "For leaving." 

"What?" Stoick asked. 

"For leaving you alone." Hiccup said. "For making you all think I was 
dead." He added. "I should have returned." 

"Hiccup, what you did was smart and logical." Stoick said. "How could 
you know that any of us could have changed?" 

"Still." Hiccup said. "I could have come back, at least send a letter 
or something." 

"You couldn't know how we'd react." Stoick said softly. "You couldn't 
trust us . " 

"I, I couldn't." Hiccup agreed. He had wanted to say that it wasn't 
true, but it was. As painful as it had been, it was the truth. 

"But, I need to say one thing." Stoick said. "We're your tribe." He 
continued. "Whether you like it or not." Stoick said. "So whatever 
happens, whatever comes your way. We'll have your back." 

"And I'll have yours." Hiccup said with a small smile. He hadn't 
truly experienced the tribe backing him up in the years before he 
left. He only really learned the idea of people having his back and 
truly watching out for him during his time with the Brotherhood. But 
then again, that was a totally different thing. 

"So don't tell me that you're planning on going after Drago alone." 
Stoick said. "You have friends and allies, allow them to help." 

"I didn't want to pull you all into this." Hiccup said. "I felt like 
it was my battle to fight, not yours." 

"Hiccup, every battle you fight is ours as well." Stoick said. 

"That's what a tribe is for." 

"Thanks." Hiccup said as he took a sip from his soup. It was already 
slightly cold. 

"Anytime, son." Stoick said with a calm smile. "Anytime." 

They were done just in time, since there was a soft knock on the door 
of the house. "Come in." Stoick yelled towards the door, reaching the 
ears of the people waiting outside. The door opened, and Astrid, 



Heather and Ragnar entered slowly. 


Hiccup and Stoick both turned to greet the others, who had filled up 
their stomachs at the great hall. They had probably eaten the same as 
them, a weak soup with some meat and vegetables in it. Good taste, 
not too much actual food in it, and it filled pretty well. 

"Hello." Ragnar said as he walking into the room. Heather following 
behind him and Astrid allowing Toothless to sneak inside before 
finally closing the door. 

"Hey." Hiccup greeted as the rest of the group found a place to sit. 
Hiccup stood up to retrieve the dragon eye from one of Toothless' 
saddle bags. He calmly twisted the dials as he moved it in front of 
the Night Fury, allowing the dragon to form a small fire of the 
Acetylene and Oxygen supplies that he could produce. The light in the 
back of the beast's throat was sharp purple, and it hurt to look at 
it . 

Hiccup slid the new lens into the Dragon eye, holding it in front of 
Toothless' fire to project the light on the wall besides them. "Let's 
see what this gives us." He said as he turned the lenses inside the 
cylinder, adjusting the image to portray a clear and sharp image on 
the wooden wall of the house. 

The map was centred on a strange picture. It was a drawing of some 
sort of temple, two pillars supporting a triangular shaped roof. On 
the bottom left there was a large collections of strange swirls. 

Which could indicate anything ranging from water to clouds. So that 
wasn't all too clear. 

At the bottom right was a picture of broken ships, entangled in giant 
snake like creatures. Perhaps giant eels. This could perhaps be the 
ship graveyard where they had been before. 

"Alright." Ragnar said as he looked at the map on the wall. "So this 
is the location of the final temple?" 

"Seems like it." Hiccup said as he looked at the map. "I think this 
is the ship graveyard, which gives us some indication of where it 

is . " 

"But what's that?" Heather asked as she pointed at the swirls on the 
bottom left. "Clouds?" 

"Clouds aren't a good enough indicator to put on a map." Astrid said. 
"Maybe it's fog." 

"We've flown around almost the entire archipelago in the last two 
years." Hiccup said. "I haven't seen large static walls of fog 
anywhere . " 

"I might know what it is." Stoick said from his chair, poking the 
fire with a cast iron rod. "But the fog is gone right now." 

"What is it then?" Ragnar asked. "Or what was it?" 

"Helheim's Gate." Stoick said. "The fog disappeared after the Red 
Death was killed." He explained. "But it was probably around at the 
time the map was made." 



"That sounds pretty possible." Hiccup said as he motioned for Astrid 
to move over and take the dragon eye from him. She held it in place 
while Hiccup grabbed his notebook. 


"If Helheim's gate used to be here." He muttered as he unfolded his 
map. "And the graveyard is there." He said as he looked at the map on 
the wall before turning back to the map on his own chart. "Then the 
temple would be here somewhere." He said as he drew the temple icon 
in his map. It was on matched a already existing island, where they 
had flew over once before. 

The island was a dormant volcano. Whose crater was filled with water. 
It was so far north that the ice was frozen every time they flew 
there. And he didn't suspected it to melt soon. 

"It's an island we know." He said. "I don't recall any temples 
there . " 

"Perhaps it's hidden." Ragnar said. "If this is the last resting 
place of the hammer then I'd make sure that it was pretty difficult 
to access . " 

"Could that have anything to do with it?" Heather asked as she 
pointed at the decorated ring of the map. Around it were detailed 
pictures of suns and moons, each one in a different state. The bottom 
sun was dull and not bright. Almost like the soft winter sun. While 
the top one was radiant and bright, shining like the sun would be in 
the middle of the summer. Intense and filled with heat. 

"Could be." Hiccup said as he looked at it. Trying to make sense of 
it. "But what would it mean?" 

"Don't know." Ragnar said calmly. "But we should head there as soon 
as possible . " 

"Flying off tomorrow morning?" Stoick asked, earning a nod from the 
rest. "Take a detour past Valka's nest." The chief said, knowing it 
wasn't that far of a flight. "I'll come with you." 

"Sounds good." Hiccup said as he looked at the map a last time. 
Signalling Toothless that he could let the purple flame die down. 
"I'll see you all at sunrise."! 
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><p>The sun climbed slowly as they flew. And the air was still cold. 
Luckily they were Vikings, and to say they were used to the cold was 
an understatement. They were one with the cold. It was a part of 
them . <p> 

The wind batted at them. Harsh winds trying to dislodge them from 
their saddles. But they still flew calmly. A scrabbled formation 
consisting of the mixed species of dragons. It was an interesting 
clutter . 

Hiccup peered at the horizon. Eyes squinted underneath his helmet. 
Something wasn't right. But he couldn't place his finger on it. He 
looked at his father. And his glance told him enough. He felt it too. 
A tense feeling that something was wrongs. Something was going to 



happen, or worse, had happened. 


The horizon grew clouded, but not the regular clouds, it slowly 
filled with dark clouds, grey and sometimes pick black. Those weren't 
clouds. That was smoke. And where smokes is, is fire. 

Hiccup eyes widened. It came from the nest. He looked at his father. 
Who was still squinting at the smoke in the distance. But it didn't 
take long for the chief to add one and one together, his eyes went 
large, and he looked at Hiccup. 

Hiccup immediately understood. He locked Toothless' tailfin, moving 
his legs to lie flat on the back of the dragon, and Toothless 
understood his ideas. The dragon tilted into a shallow dive, its 
wings flapping powerfully to gather speed. 

Stoick did so too, and the other riders slowly followed. But it 
quickly became difficult to keep up with the charging Night Fury. 

Even Bolt had difficulty with keeping up with the black dragon, which 
slowly grew more distant as he accelerated. The wind already started 
to whistle softly between its wings, and Hiccup closed to the 
sanctuary quickly. 

The sight was devastating. On the rocky, frozen beaches in front of 
the icy fortress lay an armada of destroyed ships. Countless bodies 
lay in the surf of the sea. Some slowly bobbing up and down with the 
water. More bodies were scattered further up the land, slowly mixing 
in with those of dragons. Destroyed equipment lay on the frozen 
surface. Small burning pieces of wood collaborating together to 
create the large cloud that hung above the battlefield. Hiccup looked 
at it speechless. Inspecting everything carefully through the eye 
holes in his helmet. But then his eyes hit something that truly 
shocked him. Against the icy fortress lay the body of a dragon, large 
and lifeless. White and graceful. The great Bewilderbeast had 
probably tried to defend its nest with all its might, but had lost to 
something equal in size. 

It had been overpowered, thrown against the icy wall, its belly 
exposed to attacks. Whatever had charged him had noticed this. Since 
two large holes were evident in the dragon's chest, trails of thick 
red blood staining the white dragon and the snow it lay on. And 
making Hiccup's stomach turn. 

He heard the soft warble of Toothless as he looked at the defeated 
alpha. He was worried, and so was his rider. Hiccup calmly patted his 
dragon. "Take us down bud." He said, saddling himself normally again. 
He unlocked the tail to allow himself to fly. And the Nightfury 
folded its wings in, allowing them to quickly dive towards the 
ground . 

They gained speed rapidly. And Hiccup started to feel the wind trying 
it's best to dislodge everything that wasn't secured tightly. 
Saddlebags flapped against the saddle, his helmet shifted ever so 
slightly on his head, and pieces of saddle and armour stated to 
rattle . 

Slowly Toothless started to extend its wings, using them to glide 
over the remains of the battle and scanning it for any signs of 
lif e . 



There wasn't a single ship that was still operable. They either had 
their masts and sails destroyed or they had their hulls breached and 
were taking water. Some were even completely capsized. It was an 
utter wreck. 

They landed. Looking behind them, seeing the rest of the group still 
far behind. Hiccup slid of Toothless, looking around the wrecked 
battlefield. He walked among the destroyed siege equipment and 
smouldering wood. Looking for any signs, any leads to what had 
happened . 

The nest had been attacked, that much was clear. And when he looked 
at the ships he could make out the occasional Templar insignia. He 
had a good idea what had happened. But it was more who then what. 
Drago Bludvist had paid a visit. 

Hiccup cursed softly. He remembered the trapper saying something 
about Drago finding the ice-spitter ' s cave. This was what he meant. 

He continued walking. The snow not crunching beneath his feet, since 
it had already been pressed together by the men that had stormed the 
nest. He noticed something laying in the snow. Something that wasn't 
as white and clean as it. It was rougher, a slightly different colour 
white then the snow. 

He recognized it surprisingly fast. A large staff. Made from two 
large pieces of bone, with smaller rattling parts inside it. It lay 
in the snow, left behind. Hiccup walked over to it with a quickened 
pace, finding her mask not far from it. Discarded between the other 
things that littered the battlefield. 

He picked them up calmly, walking back to Toothless to tie them to 
the saddle. He didn't know what had happened to his mother, but 
whether she was well or not. He'd be taking these, whether it was to 
return them to her or for memory. 

He carefully tied them to the saddle. Making sure that they couldn't 
just fall off mid-flight or while walking. He just finished tying the 
helmet to the saddle when he heard a crack of wood behind him. He 
spun around quickly, grabbing his sword to check the possible threat. 
What he saw was one of the last things he expected or hoped for 
though . 

Eret, son of Eret, stood calmly on a piece of singed wood. One sword 
pulled and aiming at the assassin. Behind him Hiccup could see 
remnants of his crew. Some holding weapons, other tending to 
wounds . 

"What happened here?" Hiccup asked as he kept Inferno retracted, 
trying to show not an all too hostile stance towards the trapper. 

They looked more like cornered animals then an actual thread. But a 
cornered beasts will fight ferociously. 

"Drago happened." Eret said as he slowly walked. Carefully observing 
the assassin to make sure neither of them preformed any sudden 
moves . 

"And you're looking for stragglers?" Hiccup asked carefully. The 
trappers had witnessed the fight, so he suppressed the urge to attack 
them and waited calmly for an explanation. 



"That was the plan." Eret said as he slowly sheathed his weapon. 
Hiccup doing the same as a mutual sign of non-aggression. "But not 
many of us are really jumping at the chance of going back." Eret 
explained as he sat down on a piece of wood. "We don't expect a warm 
welcome . " 

"Sounds like you and your employer have some trouble." Hiccup said 
calmly as he looked behind him, seeing that the rest was closing in 
quickly. "Perhaps we could help each other." 

**AN: ** 

**Alright, another one done. Just a few more. A bit on the short side 
again, but it's really getting difficult to find motivation, and to 
ignore simple excuses not to do it. But I don't expect it to take too 
much longer. Anyway, I hope everyone likes it and can forgive me for 
the horribly inconsistent update moments. I hope I'll get my shit 
together . * * 
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26. Chapter 26, The beginning of the end 

The ship slowly sliced through the waves. Roughly pitching and 
heaving on the waves as they sailed. The occasional wave would break 
on the hull, showering the people on deck with ice-cold seawater. 
Wooden beams and locks softly creaked as the wind pulled on them, 
swaying the damaged vessel from port to starboard. 

They stood on the bow of the ship, gently looking out over the waves. 
The almost endless expanse of sea extending towards the horizon, 
before clashing against the sharp cliffs of an island. The island was 
large, sharp rocks rising from the rugged sea. There were frozen 
peaks on top, snow covering each surface it could stick on. 

Ragnar looked at the island calmly. Heather standing next to him. 
Above them flew the rest of the dragon riders, along with Bolt, who 
kept looking down to make sure his rider was fine. Shimmer would 
occasionally pop out somewhere around the ship, but as they got 
closer to the island she decided to stay more under the 
surface . 

There was a tension in the air, a tension he hadn't felt in a long 
time. It was a strange mixture between curiosity, fear and anger. A 
mixture that only forebode one thing, trouble. What they were doing 
was dangerous and reckless. It was on the fine line between bravery 
and foolishness, so much that it might even work. 

Heather knew it too, he felt it. It radiated off her like heat. And 
it was evident in the way she held his hand tight with hers. She was 
nervous, which wasn't at all surprising. The plan they had was 
dangerous and almost suicidal. If something went wrong then they'd be 
in big trouble. 

Heather looked at him, his eyes were squinted just the tiniest bit, 
peering out to the horizon. His breathing was calm and even, his warm 
breath forming clouds thanks to the cold temperature outside. 


He turned his head, looking at her. His lips forming a nervous but 



soft smile. "How are you doing?" He asked calmly. Scanning her face 
for signs of distress or hesitation. 

"I'm alright." Heather said calmly. "A bit nervous," She admitted 
honestly, "but alright nonetheless." 

"The nerves are heathy." Ragnar said with a weak smile. "They keep 
you on edge . " 

"I guess so." Heather said, looking out across the sea. The island 
growing ever larger on the horizon. 

They were silent, standing on the bow, the ship calmly heaving and 
pitching on the waves. They only heard the splashing of water as 
waves broken on the hull, raining down on the deck behind them. They 
heard the soft muttering of crew, who were also very nervous. 
Betraying their employer wasn't something they did often. And most 
were nervous about having to lie to Drago. 

"I, erm, I have something for you." Ragnar said as he fumbled with 
something around his neck. Heather looked surprised as he lifted his 
necklace over his head, his mother's necklace. He presented the 
pendant, slowly swaying from the chain as the ship rolled on the 
waves . 

Heather looked at the swaying pendant, before looking back at Ragnar, 
his look determined. "But, this is yours." She said as she kept 
switching between the swaying pendant and Ragnar ' s face. "It's your 
mother ' s . " 

"It was hers." He corrected her. "And it used to be mine." He 
continued as he reached around her and locked it behind her neck, 
gently laying it down on her shoulders and neck. "And now it's 
yours . " 

"I, I don't know what to say." Heather said as she lifted the 
pendant, looking at the decorated item that now hung loosely from her 
neck. She looked at Ragnar, noticing that he had his eyes on the 
pendant. "Are you sure?" 

"I'm completely sure." He said as he looked at her, a warm and 
confident smile on his lips. "It belonged to the most important women 
in my life." He began. "And now it belongs to her again." 

She looked him in the eyes, they were the same as always when he 
looked at her. This soft and gentle look, like she was the most 
beautiful creature on all of Midgard. She slowly leaned in towards 
him . 

Their lips met gently, touching with a carefulness they had never 
before. They both closed their eyes, calmly relaxing in each other's 
embrace. It wasn't a passionate or heated kiss. It wasn't a battle 
for dominance or a proof of their love to each other. 

It was a reminder, a reminder to both of them. It was their best way 
of telling each other watch their backs out there. It was a warning, 
a warning of what they'd lose if one of them was lost during the 
upcoming actions. 

It served as a promise. A promise that whatever they currently had 



would stand the test of time, and would continue to blossom long 
after this was all behind them. 


Heather sighed against the kiss, a sad tone. Although this moment of 
intimacy had soothed some of her nerves, it gave birth to a lot of 
new ones. She had been scared that they were both going to get hurt, 
or worse. But now she feared a single thing: That one of them was 
going to get hurt. And that the other would have to continue on. 

She tried to push the thought away, burying it underneath the soft 
fluttering she felt during that moment. Calmly standing there on the 
bow of a trapper's ship, resting and relaxing in the embrace of her 
loved one. It was perfect. 

Their kiss was suddenly interrupted, like a knife striking a beating 
heart, ceasing its action instantly. They both looked up, calm and 
rested. But also madly annoyed. 

"My sincere apologies." Eret said as he stood behind them. One hand 
resting on his blade. "But it's time." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>They could how their friends were prepared for the infiltration, 
Ragnar stripped of his weapons and their hands tied securely. They 
were guided below deck, underneath the large iron hatch that served 
to lock dragons inside the ship. He looked at Bolt, the Skrill 
besides him getting restless, peering down often to see if his rider 
was surfacing from the deck again. <p> 

"Don't worry Bolt." Hiccup addressed the dragon. "He'll be fine." He 
said as he looked down. "They'll be fine." 

He felt a soft change in the breeze besides him, and turned to his 
other side, noticing that Astrid had just caught up with him from 
further down the pack. "What do we do?" She asked over the sound of 
the wind. 

Hiccup looked at the large rocky island in front of them, searching 
for a suitable place to land and begin their own infiltration. There 
was a small piece of snow on the left side of the island, large 
enough that it could mean that there was a way further into the 
island . 

Eret had given him a quick and basic explanation of the Templar base 
of operations. The island they had decided to shelter in was 
basically one big natural bridge. A rind of rocks surrounded the open 
centre, where they had constructed a large floating harbour of 
stationary and mobile ships. In the centre, chained to Drago ' s 
flagship, they held another Bewilderbeast . One that was controlled by 
Drago . 

"We land there!" Hiccup answered as he pointed at the snow covered 
location on the cliff side. "Seems like a good place to head further 
inward . " 

"Alright!" Astrid said as she signalled Stoick behind her to follow. 
Usually the chief wouldn't take orders from anyone, but he decided to 
make an exception this time. Stoick was sitting tensely in his 
saddle, a sturdy grip on the handlebars of the saddle. 



He was in conflict with himself, on one hand he wanted his son and 
his friend to finish their task. To end the 'Templar' problem in the 
archipelago and to let them handle the work. On the other hand he 
felt a bloodlust he hadn't felt since his wife had been taken from 
him by the dragons. Drago was the second thing to separate him from 
his wife, and he wouldn't lose her again. 

His fingers ached at the thought of it. Longing for the strong handle 
of an axe or sword in his hand. He knew that Hiccup and Ragnar could 
sometimes spare people if they felt like it was just, but he 
wouldn't. He had seen enough suffering by the hands of Drago in the 
short moments that he saw him, he would finish him. 

He looked around him calmly. This wasn't how he'd usually do these 
kinds of things. Enemy strongholds and bases were always tough nuts 
to crack, and he'd preferred to sail out to here with an armada. But 
with his wife captured they couldn't risk being detected early and 
Drago using her as bargaining, although Stoick doubted he was capable 
of bargaining at all. 

If they sailed out with an entire armada they would be discovered as 
soon as they appeared on the horizon, let alone the facts that it 
would take a good week to prepare the entire fleet for such an 
endeavour, and sailing there would take even longer. This was, 
although not his first, the best choice. 

He trusted Hiccup, and Ragnar. They had experience with this kind of 
tactic and were used to doing things their way. Perhaps with a bit of 
combined arms and mixed tactics they'd be able to completely put down 
the Templar actions in the archipelago once and for all, although he 
still wasn't sure if that was what he wanted. 

He still wondered what would happen if when this was all over. Hiccup 
had promised he wouldn't just leave, but Stoick didn't know if he was 
ready for him to say goodbye. 

There was only a small part of him that truly feared Hiccup leaving. 
Since he was pretty certain that he would stay, or at least visit 
extremely regularly. Otherwise he'd have the axe-wielding equivalent 
of a Valkyrie following him through the nine realms. And although 
Hiccup sometimes seemed to make a game out of getting Astrid to chase 
him, he was sure he didn't want that level hunting, even as an 
assassin . 

He saw the way that Hiccup looked at Astrid, and he was able to 
recognise it from a mile away. He cared for her as much as she did 
for him. It wouldn't surprise the old chief if he had during all the 
time he was away. Stoick may have been blind to a few actions of his 
son, but nothing was as obvious to the village as his interest in the 
Hofferson girl. 

Stoick calmly flew behind them, he still didn't like this way of 
attacking. But who was he to question it if it worked. They had the 
five best warriors of Berk with them, if not of the whole 
archipelago. HE was certain that this would work. 

Hiccup landed calmly on the snowy outcropping, watching as the 
trapper's ship slowly sailed towards the entrance of the Templar 
base. It didn't take long for the small vessel to disappear between 



the rocks . 


Hiccup calmly slid form his saddle, switching the lever on Toothless' 
saddle as he did so. His foot landed in the thick snow. It reached up 
to just below his knee, so they'd be sure to leave a clear trail if 
they weren't careful. He looked at Astrid and Stoick, who also calmly 
landed behind him. Bolt landed near the group, the Skrill carefully 
watching the opening through which his rider's vessel had 
disappeared . 

"So, what now?" Stoick asked as he made his way through the thick 
snow. He had to lift his feet high to be able to walk through it, it 
was almost like walking through water. "What's the plan?" 

Hiccup looked at Stoick, shifted his gaze to Astrid for a second, and 
looked back at his father. "You're probably going to disagree with me 
here." Hiccup said. "But I want to go in alone." 

Stoick thought deeply, but before he could object Astrid had beat 
him. "And why is that smart?" She asked, not at all in favour of the 
idea of her boyfriend going into the enemy stronghold alone. 

"It'll be easier, one person can hide more easily, can sneak around 
quicker, that sort of stuff." Hiccup explain. "Besides, if something 
goes wrong, and I'm not saying something will go wrong, but if 
something does, then we'll need some sort of surprise backup or a 
plan B . " 

"And we're you're plan B?" Stoick asked with a raised eyebrow. 

"When you say it like that it sounds bad." Hiccup argued before 
continuing. "I'm just thinking, if I go in we'll have three men in 
there." He said. "Ragnar, Heather and I." He summed up. "And if 
something goes wrong you can come in with the dragons." 

"I still down like it." Astrid said as she looked at Hiccup, her arms 
crossed . 

"I don't either." Stoick said, a smile growing on Astrid' s face when 
she heard the chief's comment. "But I suppose it's better than 
risking us all in the same attack." He added, causing Astrid happy 
smile to dissipate. 

Hiccup noticed this all too well. "Okay, thanks." He said to his 
father, before turning to Astrid. Who looked at his with a soft 
scold, her arms crossed in front of her chest. 

"I'll be quick and careful." Hiccup said as he quickly checked a few 
straps on his armour. He looked at her, she was trying to keep up an 
angry faA§ade, but it was slowly cracking, showing signs of her true 
emotions, mainly worry. 

"Just," She began, sighing. "Just don't do anything stupid." She said 
as she looked at him. "Like, I don't know, dying." 

Hiccup chuckled softly, earning the soft scold from Astrid again. 
"I'll do my best." He said softly, before giving her a quick kiss on 
the cheek. Astrid immediately relaxed when his lips touched her skin. 
It reminded her of calmer times, when her blood wasn't rushing 
through her veins. It wasn't the possibility of a grand battle that 



she was nervous for, she never feared combat. But she did fear for 
the safety of Hiccup. Especially since he could often be a bit 
reckless . 


She watched as Hiccup headed off, making his way through the snowy 
dunes inside the island, heading towards the first docks and ships. 

He moved slowly and carefully, making sure that he wasn't leaving a 
trail that could be seen from the base. Toothless made a soft croon 
as he watched his rider make his way towards the Templar ships and 
buildings, but stayed mainly silent. 

Astrid and Stoick laid kneeled down just behind the top of the snowy 
dune, where they'd be able to occasionally peak at Hiccup but would 
stay well hidden. 

Stoick walked over to Toothless, aiming to calm the Nightfury with a 
few soothing words and some gentle petting. But to his surprise the 
Nightfury was extremely calm, only his ears standing up straight, 
carefully listening for possible sounds of distress. 

He looked back to Astrid, noticing that she was continuously peeking 
over the edge, watching as Hiccup made his way through the snow. 

She'd back down after a while, only to peek again after a few 
seconds. Stoick sighed, he knew how he'd always keep an eye on Valka 
during raids. Such was the way of love. 

"He'll be fine Astrid." Stoick said, Astrid looking at the large 
chief with worried eyes. "Trust me." 

"I know." Astrid said as she turned around and hid behind the dune 
again. "I just worry for him." 

"That's normal." Stoick said he leaned against Skullcrusher . 

"Aren't you worried for him?" Astrid asked. "Don't you fear something 
might happen to him?" 

"I have always." Stoick said as he looked at Astrid. "For every day 
of my life." He added. "But since his return I started to realise 
that he can truly handle himself." Stoick explained. "No doubt about 

it . " 

"So you don't worry about him anymore?" Astrid asked surprised. "You 
just assume everything will go fine?" 

Stoick looked at Astrid, and she could see the restless look in his 
eyes. "I never said that." He said calmly. 
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><p>Eret walked across the wooden planks nervously, his hand resting 
on the hilt of one of his blades. He was heading for Drago ' s 
flagship, the pride of their armada, to which the Bewilderbeast would 
be chained when he wasn't released. <p> 

Four of his crewmembers were with him. Acting as extra guards to help 
with the dangerous prisoners. They carried harpoons and spears, 
occasionally giving the assassin or his female companion a shove to 
enforce their act. 



Eret readjusted the sack he had swung over his shoulder, it contained 
the weapons of Heather and Ragnar. He'd have to somehow get them to 
them when they were done. But he still needed to think about how he 
was going to do that. 

The pier creaked softly underneath them as they walked over the water 
soaked planks. Compared to a few months ago the place was deserted. 
Since many ships had been destroyed during the assault on the 
sanctuary. Only a couple of ships remained, some small and some 
larger vessels. Mainly the ones who happened to be at the back of the 
force, or which just hadn't received that much damage. 

They slowly made their way towards Drago, who was standing on the bow 
of his ship, calmly tapping his boathook on the thick iron chains 
that went into the cold salt water. They'd probably have to be 
replaced in a few months, since the salt would quickly eat away at 
the large links. 

He heard the soft steps of feet on wood behind him, and slowly turned 
around. His large dragon-skin cloak softly catching the breeze that 
flew through the caverns. One of his goons was walking up to him, 
slowly . 

"Erm, Sir Drago, Sir, I, well, Eret is here." The goon stuttered, 
taking a step back to distance himself a bit from Drago. The battle 
at the nest had left the remains of his army rather scarred. They had 
only attacked villages and islands before that, and many had seen 
comrades fall in the past battle. 

"Eret?" Drago asked surprised. He hadn't expected the trappers to 
return. He'd better have some dragons with him, for his sake. "What 
does he want?" 

"He, he has prisoners, sir." The goon said as he took another step 
backwards. "I think one of them is an, ehm, an assassin." 

Drago ' s eyes went wide. "An assassin?" He asked, earning a soft nod 
from the goon. "Well, that's, interesting." He said calmly, taking a 
step towards the goon. "Get them to me." He demanded calmly, the goon 
nodding and quickly running off the fetch Eret and his crew. 

Drago slowly walked towards the gangplank of the ship, seeing Eret 
and four of his crew already standing down on the docks. In front of 
the five stood two prisoners. Their hands bound behind their back. 

One of them was a girl, perhaps even a young woman. Whilst the other 
was a tall man, clad in a mixture of robes and armour. 

He had a fire in his eyes, a strong angry flame that tried to lash 
out to anyone who dared to look at him. The gaze of a warrior, a 
fighter. He was the one to really look out for. 

He slowly made his way down the gangplank, calmly walking down. He 
kept a keen eye on the prisoners. The girl's eyes were all over the 
place, perhaps to look for an escape, perhaps to avoid Drago himself. 
The assassin's eyes were calm, he had probably already observed 
everything. He was looking straight at Drago, challenging 
him . 


"Eret." Drago said softly, the male trapper looking at the Templar 
nervously. "What a pleasant surprise." 



Eret shuffled on his feet. "I hoped this would compensate for the 
lack of dragons recently." He said as he averted his gaze from Drago, 
in fear of him seeing right through his lies. 

"This is a nice start." Drago said. "A very nice start." He added as 
he turned to Ragnar, looking at him closely. His Nordic heritage was 
clearly visible in his build. "I knew there were assassins in the 
archipelago." He started. "But I never knew that Vikings could choose 
such a foolish path." He said as he walked around him. "Quite a 
surprise . " 

"Luckily I already knew that mankind could be cruel and heartless." 
Ragnar responded. "So aren't really special." He said with a mean, 
challenging, grin. 

Drago chuckles softly. He liked the fire that this boy had, if only 
he could get him to his side, he'd be a great asset. "Cruel and 
heartless." Drago repeated. "Whatever is necessary to safe this 
world." He said as he looked at the group of Souther Templars who 
still stood on the ship. They chuckled softly, nodding to 
Drago . 

"Safe it?" Ragnar asked. "From what?" 

"First, you assassin scum." Drago summed up. "Then, the dragon 
scourge." He added as he lowered his tone. "And finally, anyone who 
dares to speak up." 

"There were two of them." Drago exclaimed loudly as he turned his 
focus to Eret. "Where is the second one?" 

"We only found these two." Eret said nervously as Drago approached 
him. "It's a miracle we manged to capture them really." 

"Yes." Drago confirmed. "It is." He turned to the assassin. "Take 
them to the cells." He commanded Eret and his crew. "Put with the 
other hag." He ordered, heading back to his ship. Fret's crew started 
to guide the prisoners away, one of Drago ' s goons escorting them to 
the cells. 

"Oh, and assassin?" Drago asked from halfway the gangplank, stopping 
the group from leaving. "Start thinking about where your friend might 
be, we wouldn't want to have to hurt you or your little companion." 

He commented, before signalling the group to continue. Leading them 
away from his sight. 

One of the Templars approached him. "We shouldn't keep him here." He 
said with a foreign accent . "He should be executed at once." 

"And why is that?" Drago asked calmly as he turned to the 
Templar . 

"He'll attract more." The Templar said. "The other one will try to 
rescue him." 

Drago was silent, looking at the Templar. "That's the idea." 



><p>The iron door of the cell creaked softly. And Ragnar and Heather 
were pushed in roughly. Valka jumped up when she recognised the two, 
and stepped over to hug them. "What are you doing here?" She asked as 
she stepped behind Heather to untie her binds, worry on her 
face . <p> 

"We've been captured." Ragnar said as he watched Valka undo Heather's 
bindings. He walked to the bars of the cell to see if there were 
still guards standing near them, but they had moved away. "It's part 
of the plan." He added silently. 

Valka was finished with Heather's bindings, and moved on to Ragnar. 
They both watched as Heather moved her hand to her mouth and removed 
a lock pick from between her teeth. "Finally." She softly sighed. 
"That thing was starting to hurt." 

Ragnar chuckled softly as Heather placed the lock pick behind her 
belt. A safer place for it. She stretched her mouth, and neck. It 
wasn't easy to hide the lock pick in her mouth, especially since she 
had been trying to find a place in her mouth where she could place it 
so she could talk if Drago asked her a question. 

"So is this plan of yours?" Valka asked after she undid Ragnar ' s 
binds, his knots significantly tighter then Heather's. "Besides 
escaping unarmed into a stronghold of dragon abusers." 

Ragnar looked out the bars, noticing that Fret had managed to leave 
the bag with weapons on the other side of the docks. Slumped against 
a crate. "That sack has weapons in it." Ragnar explained as he looked 
around further. Making sure there were no guards around. "We sneak 
out, find your staff and we take down Drago." Ragnar explained 
shortly. "Simple as that." 

"Are you alone here?" Valka asked as Heather started lock picking the 
lock . 

"No." Ragnar said. "Stoick, Astrid and Hiccup are somewhere here 
too." He said softly. "Along with their and our dragons." 

"Alright." Valka said as Heather cursed softly. It was a rather good 
lock on the door. "Let's do this." 

"Got it." Heather said softly as the door opened. She placed the lock 
pick back behind her belt and they headed for the sack of weapons. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Drago walked impatiently on his ship. Wondering what he should 
do. He had send the Templars off, not wanting to hear their wining 
about what he should do with the assassin. He knew the other one 
would come for him. He'd try to sneak into the base and free him 
before either escaping or coming for him. So he'd have to make sure. 
That they would be caught before then.<p> 

He wondered when he could expect them. The other assassin would 
notice if his partner didn't return. And it wouldn't take long for 
him to think about the possibility of him being captured. They had 
dragons, and dragons weren't difficult to track. 


Wait, where was the dragon of the assassin? 



He softly cursed, the reptile had probably gotten away. Which was a 
shame, he heard one of them was a Night Fury, and the other a Skrill. 
Both fine additions to his army. But if the dragon escaped he could 
warn the other assassin. 

He had four days, no three, tops, before the other one could arrive. 
So he'd have to reinforce patrols and guards around the base, as well 
as add more sentries near the prison and the outskirts. He'd start 
with that tomorrow, so he could make his plans this afternoon. The 
assassins were the only threat to him. As soon as he had the hammer 
not even the Templars could stop him. He didn't like those foreigner 
sticking their nose in all his business. He'd have them killed as 
soon as he had that hammer. 

He sighed. The coming months would decide what would happen to the 
world. And he was certain that he'd play a large role in it. Not just 
the archipelago would be crushed beneath his feet. But also the rest 
of the world. He had heard the stories from the foreigners. They 
didn't know dragons in their lands. They only knew large armies 
filled with people. So if he attacked with the winged beasts, he was 
bound to be successful. 

Those Templars thought he was their ally, that he was just one of 
their goons, placed somewhere in the hierarchy of their system. 

They'd find out how wrong they were. 

A yell distracted him from his joyful thoughts of world domination. 

He looked to the port side of his ship to see a group of dragons, 
flying up and away. Quickly disappearing out towards the port. He'd 
have to use his Bewilderbeast soon, since the control was dissipating 
with some dragons. But what interested him more was why the dragons 
managed to escape. 

Were the traps getting rusty? Springs worn out? He didn't know the 
technical aspects of it. They worked, and that was good enough for 
him . 

He heard walking on the deck behind him, and sighed. When did these 
foreigners learn what 'leave alone' meant? He turned around, and a 
smile crept up on his lips. He had expected one of the Templars, or 
one of his stupid goons. But instead there stood another assassin. 
This one a bit taller, calmly looking at him from the shadow of his 
hood . 

"And so the second assassin shows himself." Drago said as he turned 
around to walk to the other side of the ship. Grabbing the bull hook 
that leaned against the railing. "Come to free your friend?" 

"I believe that's already being taken care off." Hiccup answered as 
another yell was heard. More dragons flying up into the sky behind 
him. "Looks like your numbers are dwindling." 

"Perhaps." Drago said as he looked at the assassin. "But you're still 
on the losing team." He said, before charging at Hiccup. 

Hiccup extended Inferno, using it to deflect the bill hook. Drago was 
surprised by the sudden appearance of the blade. He hadn't expected 
the small metal cylinder to be a weapons, let alone a complete 
sword . 



He swung again, kicking the young assassin back with his feet when he 
deflected the blow. Hiccup rolled backwards, getting back up on his 
feet in one swift movement. Drago swung again, wildly but 
coordinated. He wasn't trying to hit the assassin. He was trying to 
stall, waiting for Templars to join him in the battle. 

Sure enough, two of the knight ran up the gangplank, clad in armour 
and wielding swords. Holding them with white knuckled hands. They 
feared the assassins, and they weren't too happy with another one of 
them on the ship. 

They looked at each other. Taking a deep breath before they charged 
at the assassin. Drago watched with a smile. Finally he'd be rid of 
the assassins, the last obstacle. The knights charged, one of them 
using his sword to charge, aiming to stab Hiccup. The second held his 
sword high above his head, aiming to swing at Hiccup. 

Dagur's smile faded when the assassin dodged the first soldier, who 
quickly tried to slow down from his charge. He turned to the second 
one, who was preparing to swing at the assassin. Drago watched as the 
assassin ducked underneath the blade, his hand moving swiftly towards 
the chest of the Templar. Drago watched as the man's blade dropped, 
stumbling further. His hands grabbed to his chest, before he dropped 
down onto the deck, lifeless. 

The other Templar turned around, running at Hiccup with his sword 
aimed at stabbing him again, anger fuelling his charge. Hiccup 
parried his attack with his sword, sparks igniting the gel that 
covered the blade. The flames climbing up the length of the weapon. 
Sparking fear in the eyes of the Templar. 

Hiccup made quick work of him, stabbing him in the chest with his 
off-hand. Retracting the blade quickly after the stab, making sure 
that Drago didn't see the weapon. He didn't know how much Drago knew 
about them, so it would be smart to not take chances. If he could 
keep a weapon a secret it could help him greatly. 

Drago looked with a dark interest as the second Templar slumped down 
on the deck. He looked at the assassin, the ends of his sleeves 
covered with blood, small drops dripping from behind his hands. Drago 
had almost forgotten about the famed blades of the assassins that the 
Templar's had told so much about. They must be incredibly effective 
weapons in the hands of a master. 

But he needed to think about the problem at hand. He was still on his 
ship with an enemy warrior. A highly skilled one, that was something 
he had already proven. Drago though calmly, looking as the assassin 
turned his gaze to him again, like a dragon looking at his prey. 

But Hiccup's gaze was diverted to something else though. There were 
heavy footsteps on the gangplank. He looked to see the decorated 
helmet of a knight rising above the deck of the ship. He was clad in 
heavy armour, a mixture of steel plates, iron mail and robes, which 
covered some of the joins, making it difficult to spot weak spots in 
the design. He carried a long shining sword, and a long and decorated 
shield, the emblem of the Templars on the face of it. 


Hiccup turned to him, seeing him as a bigger threat then Drago, since 
he didn't really look like he was looking for a fight. The large 



knight held his sword calmly, looking at Hiccup, challenging him to 
make the first move. 


Hiccup inclined, charging at the knight, his sword extended and 
ready. He was aiming for the neck of the armour, since it was 
probably one of the weaker spots. He closed the gap quickly, ducking 
out of the way form a blow from the knight, only to be slammed with 
the shield. 

He rolled backwards, getting on his feet quickly. He hadn't seen how 
the knight had managed to do that so quickly, but he was certainly 
impressed. The armour was thick, and probably heavy, but it seemed to 
still allow for good movement. Hiccup looked at his target. Perhaps 
the back was less armoured, but he would need to have to good look at 
it . 

The knight slowly walked towards him, his armour clattering softly as 
he approached. His steps were heavy, and his feet moved slowly. 

Hiccup felt himself slowly walking away from the knight, trying to 
find a way to attack him. 

He charged again, this time paying careful attention to the shield. 

It started the same, he parried the first blow, this time dodging the 
shield. He tried to stab the knight, but his blade wasn't able to 
pierce the thing chainmail of the knight. 

He cursed softly as he rolled away, making sure there was a safe 

distance between him and the knight again. How was he going to defeat 

this large monster? How was he going to stop this large warrior that 
towered over him? 

He slowly led the warrior in circles. Hoping to suddenly get an idea 
of how to defeat the large knight. He charged again, it was better 
than doing nothing, perhaps he could discover a weakness somewhere. 

He parried the first blow and the two clashed swords again. Hiccup 
making sure he stayed on the offensive. Using quick and accurate 
strikes to make sure the knight would have to do his best to parry 
them . 

But the knight was well trained, he raised his large shield in front 

of him, using it to shield his body behind the large metal object. He 

calmly approached Hiccup, who now found himself unable to attack. He 
was slowly pushed back along the edge of the ship, the bulwark along 
his side. He was slowly approaching the aft. He could really use some 
help . 

His pleas were answered, since from the corner of his eye he saw 
movement. Drago also noticed it, but too late, for Ragnar had already 
made his way halfway through the deck, sprinting at the heavy knight. 
The knight looked to the side, discovering the attacking assassin too 
late. Ragnar jumped in the air, his feet landing on the side of the 
knight . 

He was pushed against the bulwark with such a force that he toppled 
over it, he grabbed onto the side with his hands, his sword falling 
on the pier below. But the heavy armour proved to be his downside 
this time, since he couldn't hold himself up for long. His hands 
slipped and he fell down, crashing through the planks of the pier. He 
quickly disappeared in the dark water, a stream of bubbles rising 
from the rippled water where he was submerged. 



Hiccup helped Ragnar up, and they looked at Drago. He had made his 
way to the bow of the ship, where he was standing between two large 
chains that lead down into the sea. He wore a grin on his face. He 
knew he wouldn't be able to defeat the two assassins. But he had one 
big advantage. 

He yelled loudly, banging his bull hook on one chain and then the 
other. He kept screaming as he continued to bang the bull hook on the 
chains. The sound ringing out through the air. Hiccup and Ragnar 
looked at each other with a raised eyebrow. They didn't understand 
what Drago was doing. 

The ship started to rock, a large mass of water rising form the 
centre of the base. They didn't need long to realise that Drago was 
somehow causing this, and they charged at him together. But the ship 
suddenly pitched up, sending the assassins falling backwards and 
rolling towards the aft. Drago was holding onto the bulwark. 

Their dragons flew towards them, circling in the air above the ship. 
Waiting for a signal that they needed to attack or help them. Drago 
looked at them, a Skrill and a Night Fury, followed by four more 
riders, fine additions indeed. 

The ship levelled as Drago ' s Bewilder beast surfaced. The two chains 
leading to his tusks still sternly secured. Hiccup and Ragnar looked 
at the large beast with worry, Drago yelling loudly while he swung 
his bull hook over his head. 

**AN: ** 

**Alright, sorry for the cliff-hanger but I had to stop here. Got 
exams tomorrow. I want to have the next chapter up in a week or so, 
since the story is really close to being finished. Sorry if this 
feels rushed or has a few errors. I have struggled with this chapter 
quite a bit and am really finding trouble making time to write for 
this . ** 

**My motivation for the story has run pretty much dry, and the only 
thing that's really keeping me going is that I want everyone to have 
an ending for this and that it means I can continue to write 
something else. Which I really want. I've written a few chapters for 
the next story but it'll take a while for that one to 
finish . * * 

**For those who are interested, it's about Hiccup running away and 
starting his own tribe. How does he do that? Where? What happens when 
Berk find out? Well, that's something you'll have to read. I have the 
entire story overview done and so far it's on 43 chapters or 
something like that. Of which I've already written 5. :D The chapters 
are each around 8000 words and I'm really proud of it. I think it'll 
be my best story yet.** 

**Anyway, if anyone is interested in it I could use beta readers and 
people to give me feedback. If you're interested you could send me a 
Pm or leave a review saying so. Please note that an account is useful 
since that's an easy way to communicate and send files between 
people . * * 


**Anyway, long story short. NTEP is almost finished. I can't wait to 



start on other things and I hope you all enjoyed. I'm sorry you have 
to keep up with my shit :P** 


**Take Care!** 
* * R4 y * * 


End 
f lie . 



